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STORIES BY BERTRAM MITFORD. 

Crown 8w, doth txlra, J/. 6rf. 

THE GUM-RUNNER: A Romance of Zululand. 
With a Froniispiece by Stanley L. Wood. 



the romance is found in the delineation of the escapades and experiences 
of the two transport traders with native tribes." — Scotsman, 

** Mr. Mitford knows the Zulu well ; he paints him here in a tone- 
picture which is very praiseworthy." — Daily Chronicle, 

" Mr. Mitford is a very well-known South African writer, and it need 
hardly be said his books never contain a dull page. In this tale of Zululand he 
fully maintains his x'eputation. Treating of the wild justice of revenge, his 
romance is at once entertaining and exciting, and it has the advantage that 
some of the characters can be locally recognized." — South African Review, 

"The romance is full of stirring and lifelike adventures." — Public 
Opinion, 

" Mr. Mitford has written a rattling tale of adventure on the Zulu 
border, among savages black and white. . . . The wild life of the veldt is 
brought before us with admirable skill by one who knows his Africa." — 
Athenceum, 

** Mr. Mitford knows what he is writing about when he takes Zululand 
for the scene and Zulu warriors for the heroes of his story. In * The Luck 
of Gerard Ridgeley ' he goes back to the scene of his former successes as a 
writer, and tells once again of the adventures of a European among the 
native South Africans. Such thrilling pictures against a background of 
* wild nature * make a book well worth reading." — Westminster Gazelle, 

** The story is full of interest and adventure, and boys will find it diffi- 
cult to lay down the volume until the last page is reached." — Standard, 

*' * The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley* is of peculiar interest just now, as 
it deals with life in Zululand ; the time being just before the outbreak of 
the war with Cetewayo. It is a stirring story, and is brimful of adventure." 
'^Leeds Mercury, 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, y, 6d, 

THE KING'S ASSEGAI : A Matabili Story. 

With Six Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood. 

** We can cordially recommend this book to all who care for stories of 
battle, murder, and sudden death. Mr. Mitford, who has already made 
his mark, handles these South African subjects with a masterful hand. . . . 
The account of the attack by Zulus on the Basutu kraals is a splendid bit 
of writing. . . , There is no question as to the interest of the story or the 
ability with which it is written." — Vanity Fair. 

" Mr. Mitford is known to us already by at least one capital story of 
South African adventure. * The King's Assegai ' is an admirable example 
of the tale in which the courage, cruelty, and superstitions of a savage race 
replace the tamer features of the ordinary novel. . . . No lover of stories 
of this order should leave * The King's Assegai ' unread." — Speaker, 

"The author has a captivating knack of writing of adventures; his 
latest volume should prove especially popular with boy readers."— 
Publishers* Circular, 

" Full of exciting adventure." — Morning Post, 

" Mr. Mitford has already won distinction as a writer of Zulu stories, 
and * The King's Assegai • is more than likely to add to his laurels." — 
Literary World, 

London : CHATTO & WINDUS, Piccadilly. 
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2 RENSHAW FANNINGS QUEST. 

effort. " How can I say so ? " she went on ; *' how 
can I say so ? Why, it is only candid on my part. 
Do you seriously think a butterfly like me is cut out 
for a Ufe on the High Veldt ? '' 

The man's bronzed features faded to a ghastly 
paleness. He averted his head for some moments, 
as though with a wild instinctive idea of breaking the 
spell that was upon him. Overhead towered the 
stately cone of a great mountain, soaring aloft in 
the summer haze. Around, in undulating sweep, the 
bushclad slopes shut in the tortuous, stony road. 
Birds piped and called to one another in the lustrous 
sunlight, and the rich sensuous air was alive with 
the drowsy boom of bees and the metallic plash of 
the river in its rocky bed beneath. 

'^ There are other and pleasanter places in this 
country than the High Veldt," he said at last, but in 
the tone of an advocate pleading a hopeless cause, 
and that cause his own. 

**But even then,'* she rejoined, her voice softening 
as though in compunction over the final stab she 
was about to inflict, ''even then — no one is less 
qualified to make you happy than I am, believe me. 
Why, you don't really know me as I am I Sometimes 
I think I hardly know myself." 

'* You do yourself injustice," he said. '' Give me 
the opportunity of proving it.^ 

A curious passing spasm — a kind of a stormy 
look — shot across the beautiful face. 

''You are too generous,** she replied vehemently, 



PROLOGUE. 3 

" and far too good to be made miserable for life by 
such a little wretch as I am. Better, far, feel a little 
Borry now than that." 
" And you are nnderrating yourself. But I will 



4 RENSHAW FANNINGS QUEST. 

being in & measnrd subject td the precarious whims 
bf One or a pair of wholly unreliable quadrupeds. He 
who now rode there had either never heard that 
salutary axiom or had forgotten it for the occasion ; 
but now he was made to feel its force by a male 
voice^ some little distance ahead, hallooing — 

" Now, you two good people, spur up, or we shall 
never get there to-night ! " 

And a bend in the road brought into view other 
horsemen — other "habits** — stationary, and obvi- 
ously and provokingly awaiting the arrival of the 
two laggards* 

And the equestrians, now merged into one group, 
rode On their way in the golden sunlight of that 
lovely afternoon, rejoicing in the exquisite glories of 
the wild and romantic mountain road« But, in the 
prevailing mirth, one among them bore no part, for 
he carried within his breast the dead burden of a sore 
and aching heart. 



CHAPTEE I. 

THIKST-LAND. 

The heat was terrible. 

Terrible, even for th^ parched, burning steppes oi 
the High Yeldt, whose baked and crumbling surface 
lay gasping in cracks and fissures beneath the 
blazing fierceness of the African sun. Terrible for the 
stock, enfeebled and emaciated after months of bare 



THIRST-LAND. % 

subsistence on sacb miserable wy blades of sbrivelled 
grass as it could manage to pick up, and on the burnt 
and -withered Karroo busbea. Doubly terrible for 
those to whom the wretched animals, all skin and 
bone, and dying off like flies, represented nothing 
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watef lying in the middle Of & Surrounding margin 
Of dry flaky mud, baked into a criss-cross pattern of 
cracks, like a huge mosaic. 

On a low> stony kopje^ a few hundred yards distant 
from this uninviting homestead, sits its owner. 
Nobody but a Boer could dwell in such a place, 
would be the first thought succeeding that of wonder 
that any white man could be found to inhabit it at 
all. But a glance would suffice to show that he now 
sitting there is not a member of that dogged and 
pachydermatous race. The face is a fine — even a 
noble — one, whose features the bronzed and weather- 
worn results of a hard life have failed to roughen. 
A broad, lofty brow, and pensive dark eyes stamp 
their owner as a man of intellect and thought, while 
the peculiar curve of the well-formed nostrils betokens 
a sensitive and self-contained nature. The lower 
half of the face is hidden by a dark silky beard and 
moustache. 

One brown, sinewy handgrasps a geologist's hammer, 
with which it chips away listlessly at the ground. 
But, although the action is now purely mechanical, 
it is not always so, as we shall see if we use our 
story-teller's privilege and dip into his inner thoughts. 
Briefly rendered, they run in this wise : 

" Oh, this awful drought ! When is it going to 
end ? Not that it much matters, either way, now, 
for there's hardly a sound hoof left on th^ place ; 
and, ^ven if a good rain did come, it would only 
finish off the whole fever-stricken lot. Well, I'll have 
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to clear out> that's one consolation. I've held on 
as long as any man could, and now I'll just have 
to go." 

His gaze wanders over the arid plain. Far away 
through the shimmer it rests on a multitude of 
white specks — a flock of Angora goats, striving in 
desperation to pick up what miserable subsistence 
it may. 

*' There's nothing to be done with the place — 
nothing," he muses, bringing his hammer down upon 
a boulder with a despairing whack, " It won't sell 
even for an old song — ^no one will so much as touch 
land now, nor will they for a long time to come, and 
there isn't a * stone ' * on the whole farm, for I've 
dug and fossicked in every likely place, and unlikely 
one, too. No ; I'll shut up shop and get away. The 
few miserable brutes left are not worth looking after 
— not worth their hranA ziek t skins. Yet I'll have 
one more search, one more crazy fool's errand, after 
the * Valley of the Eye,' before I trek. This '11 make 

the fifth but, no matter. One may as well make 

an ass of oneself five times as four. I can't exactly 
believe old Greenway took all that trouble to dictate 
an infernal lie on his death-bed ; and, if his yarn's 
true, I'm a rich man for life — ^if I can only find the 
place, that is," he adds bitterly. *' And I've had 
four shies at it. Well, perhaps the fifth is going to 
be lucky." 

With which consoling reflection the thinker rises 

♦ ** Diamond " in digger parlance. t Scab-affected. 
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from his stony resting-place, revealing as he does 
so a tall, straight figure, admirably proportioned. 
Suddenly he starts, and a sallow paleness comes 
over the bronzed, handsome features. For he is 
conscious of a strange giddiness. A mist seems to 
float before his eyes, shutting out completely the 
glare of the burning veldt. 

" Never that cursed up-country fever again ? " he 
murmurs, to himself, in real alarm. 

And for the latter there is reason — ^reason in the 
abnormal and unhealthy heat of the terrible drought 
— reason in his utter isolation, the vast distance be- 
tween himself and a fellow-countryman — let alone 
such considerations as medical aid. 

Becovering himself with an effort, he strolls on 
towards the house. There is no sign of life about 
the place as he approaches, unless a couple of miser- 
able, fever-stricken sheep, panting and wheezing in 
the shade of the kraal wall, constitute such. But, 
dead and tomb-like as it looks outside, there is some- 
thing refreshing in the coolness of the inner room 
as he enters. A rough tablecloth is laid, and a 
knife and fork. The walls are papered with pictures 
from illustrated prints, and are hung with swinging 
shelves containing a goodly number of books of all 
sorts. A few chairs and a couch, the latter much 
the worse for wear, constitute the furniture ; and, on 
the whole, what with pipes, stray bits of saddlery, 
and miscellaneous odds and ends of every description, 
the place is about as untidy as the average bachelor 



THIRST-LAND. 



abode is apt to be within the pale of cirilization, 
let alone away on the High Veldt. The floor is 
of hardened clay, and there is no ceiling— nothing 
between the inmate of the room and the bare and 
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the air is thick with them. In they sail through 
open windows and open doors, fresh from the foetid 
stew-pans of the kitchen; fresh from the acrid, 
pungent dust of the goat kraals; fresh from the 
latest garbage, which they have been sharing with 
carrion birds, in the veldt. They light on the diner's 
head, crawl about his face, crowd over plates and 
dishes and tablecloth — ^mix themselves up with the 
food, drown themselves in the drink. Everywhere 
flies. 

• The South African house-fly is identical with the 
British, but he is a far greater pest.' He is more 
aggressive, and he brings to bear upon his victims 
the solid weight of numbers. Go where you will, you 
cannot shake him off. If you fit up a waggon, and 
dive into the far interior, there also will the common 
fly be with you — and with you in swarms. 

Benshaw Fanning looks disgustedly at his un- 
inviting meal, and plays with it rather than eats. 
Then he pushes back his chair. He has no 
appetite. 

Again he seeks the open air. A restless mood is 
upon him, and broiling, stifling as the heat is outside, 
he cannot remain in the house. Suddenly a winged 
object appears fluttering in the sunlight. A quick 
exclamation escapes him, as he shades his eyes to 
watch it. 

*' Ha, of course ! The last straw ! Locusts. Here 
they come, by Jove ! thicker and thicker to put the 
finishing touch on what the drought has begun. By 
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this time to-morrow there won't be a blade of grass 
left on the place, nor a hoof either." 

He stands watching the flying insects. Barely five 
minutes after the discovery of the first one, the air 
is thick with them. They seem to spring out of 
nowhere. Thicker and thicker they come, their 
gauzy wings fluttering in the sunlight, blundering 
into the spectator's face, colliding with the walls, 
falling to the ground. It is an ill wind that blows 
nobody good. A few starved fowls at the back of the 
house perk up into new life as they rush forth to fill 
their emaciated carcases with this unlooked-for and 
abundant dainty. But the watcher withdraws indoors 
again, as if to shut out all sight and sound of these 
new and fatal intruders, and, as he does so, he is 
conscious of terrible shooting pains in his limbs. 

Though of Irish parentage on one side, Eenshaw 
Fanning is South African bom. His life, so far — 
and he is now thirty-five — ^has been a hard one. Few, 
indeed, are the wilder, rougher phases of South 
African life of which he has not had more or less 
experience. He has farmed and has ridden transport,* 
he has hunted and traded in the far interior, he has 
been a treasure-seeker, and has also fought in the 
border warfare which now and then breaks out 
between the colonists and their savage neighbours. 
But profitable as some of these avocations frequently 
are, somehow or other Eenshaw Fanning has never 

4 

seemed to make a success of anything, and this is 

* Carriage of goods by waggon. 
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mainly owing to the extraordinary unselfishness of 
the man. He will divest himself of his last shilling 
to help a friend in need, or even a mere acquaintance — 
indeed, he owes the possession of his arid and un* 
inviting desert farm to this very failing, in that he 
has been forced to accept it in satisfaction of a bad 
debt which would otherwise completely have ruined 
him. As a matter of course, his friends and ac- 
quaintances vote him a fool, but deep down in their 
hearts lies a mine of respect for the only thoroughly 
unselfish man they have ever known ; and even the 
unscrupulous ones who have traded upon and profited 
by his failing did so with compunction. 

But with all his soft-heartedness and sensitive and 
retiring temperament, none who knew him have ever 
for a moment mistaken Eenshaw Fanning for a muflf. 
No cooler brain exists, no steadier hand or keener 
eye in times of danger or dangerous sport — whether 
at a critical moment, at the mercy of some treacher- 
ously disposed barbarian tribe in the far interior, or 
with finger on trigger awaiting the lightning-like 
charge of a wounded and infuriated lion. Or on 
treasure-seeking enterprise, when physical obstacles 
combined with failure of water and scarcity of pro- 
visions to render advance or retreat a work of almost 
superhuman difficulty, the post of hardship and 
privation was that which he unobtrusively assumed ; 
and, indeed, there are men still living who, but for 
this, would long since have left their bones in the 
desert — occupants of unknown graves. No, assuredly 
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none who know him can ever mistake Bensbaw 
Fanning for a mnff. 

Such is the man whom we see, solitary, depreBBed, 
and in breaking health, contemplating, on his desert 
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steed. Now and again a flying locust raps him in 
the face as he rides. 

" What an infernal country ! " he exclaims aloud, 
wiping his dripping forehead. "Nearly sunset, no 
sort of habitation in sight, and not even a drop of 
water in this howling desert. By Jove ! the situation 
is getting serious," he adds, in a tone bordering on 
alarm. 

His alarm is not without reason. Since quitting 
last night's camp beside a nearly dry waterhole, 
containing a noisome mixture, and that of the con- 
sistency of pea-soup, he has found no trace of the 
indispensable fluid. And he is lost. A worn-out horse 
under him, foodless, waterless, in the midst of an 
apparently interminable desert, he has every excuse 
for beginning to feel excessively concerned. 

He is a fine, tall, well set-up man, this stranger. 
No partiality could define him as handsome. His 
features have no regularity, and his light-blue eyes 
are a trifle too small and deep set ; but there is a 
certain power about his countenance, whose square, 
resolute jaw the short, fair, pointed beard and heavy, 
sweeping moustache can only half hide. Though his 
face and hands are burnt red brown, there is a subtle 
something which tells at a glance he is not colonial 
born, and that, too, quite apart from the newness of 
his travelling dress prematurely worn by rough usage, 
and of the serviceable valise which is strapped in 
front of his saddle. 

A stony kopje ^ the only eminence for five miles 
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aroiiud, rises before the tiaveller. This he has been 
uaing as a landmark, and through its agency steel- 
ing in a straight line. It, too, having reached, he 
now ascends, and immediately there escapes him a 
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shell. Barely has he mastered these details than 
another ballet sings past his ear^ this time nearer 
than the firsts while the report rings out upon the 
evening air. 

To say that the wayfarer begins to feel exceedingly 
uncomfortable is to express little. Here he is, a 
perfectly peaceable, unoffending person, about to 
seek the much-needed hospitality of yonder domicile, 
and suddenly, and without an iota of provocation, 
its owner proceeds to make a target of him in the 
most cold-blooded fashion. True, he has heard that 
many of the up-country Boers are a wild and lawless 
set, holding an Englishman in utter detestation. 
But this open and unprovoked "act of war" 
surpasses anything he may have been led to expect. 

" Here, hallo ! You, sir ! What are you blazing 
away at me for ? " he sings out, his tone betraying 
a degree of anger which prudence should have 
induced him to suppress. 

His hand instinctively goes to the revolver slung 
round him in a holster under his coat. But of what 
use is a six-shooter against an enemy many hundred 
yards distant, and armed with a rifle? Therefore, 
it is with considerable relief that he beholds his 
unexpected adversary ground his piece, stare at him 
for a moment, then disappear indoors. 

The feeling is but transitory, however, as it occurs 
to him that the fellow has probably gone in to get 
more cartridges, and that any moment he may find 
himself once more raked by the enemy's fire. He 



J 
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judges it prudent to try the effect of a parley before 
venturing any nearer. 

" Hi ! Hallo, &iend ! " he shouts, "just drop that 
target practice, ^11 you? There isn't an ounce of 
harm about me. I'm -nothing but a poor devil of a 
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Something like a chill creeps over the traveller 
at the sadden gloom which falls upon the tenement 
just as he is ahont to cross its threshold. Standing 
at the door^ he raps it^ somewhat impatiently, with 
the handle of his whip. No answer. 

Cautiously, and with hand on his pistol, he enters. 
There is no passage ; the door opens straight into the 
sitting-room. At the sight which meets his eyes he 
starts, and involuntarily falls hack. 

In a corner of the room stands a tall figure. 
Leaning with one shoulder against the wall, its eyes 
are fixed upon the intruder, great hollow eyes, which 
seem to glitter strangely, and the deathly pallor of 
the face is enhanced hy its framing of dark hair and 
beard. Though otherwise motionless, both hands 
and lips are working slightly, but no sound escapes 
the latter. The wayfarer, though not by any means 
a man of weak nerves, is conscious of something 
horribly uncanny about this ghostlike figure, so silent 
and immovable, glowering at him in the shades of 
the fast-gathering twilight. 

But at the same time he recognizes his recent 
assailant. No ghost this, but — a madman. 

For a moment both stand staring at each other. 
Then the strange-looking figure speaks. 

"Welcome, friend — welcome. Come in, come in. 
Make yourself at home. Have you brought any 
locusts with you ? Lots of them — swarms, to eat up 
what little grass the drought has left. Have you 
brought them, I say ? Aha— fine things, locusts ! 
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Don't bnow how we shonld get on withont theni. 
Grand things for this country ! Fine country this I 
Crreen as an emerald. Emeralds I no, diamonds. 
But there isn't & 'stone' dn the place, devil a 
' stone.' " 
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better. I say, old man/' he breaks off persnasively, 
laying a hand on the shoulder of his unconscions 
host, !" you're not quite the thing, you know. 
Come along and turn in. I'll give you a hand at 
getting your togs off." 

The other looks at him vacantly, and seems to 
comprehend. He suffers himself to be led into the 
inner room quite docilely, and there and then to be 
assisted into bed* Once there^ however, the blood 
rushes to his face, and he begins raving horribly, 
though his violence finds expression in speech rather 
than in action. 

The stranger sits at his bedside carefully watching 
him. 

*' Not mad — only fever," he remarks to himself at 
the close of one of these paroxysms. " Bush fever, 
I suppose, and plenty of it. He's got a pulse like a 
steam hammer, by Jove ! " 

He has. Not for nothing has that unwonted giddi- 
ness, those shooting pains in the limbs, attacked 
him a few hours earlier. By nightfall Benshaw 
Fanning is in a burning fever, raving in the throes 
of delirium. 



CHAPTEfi III. 

BENSSAW FANNINa's SECBET. 
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himself^ in the character of a lost and starving way- 
farer^ had chanced upon the scene? His gaze 
wandered round the room. Its white-washed walls 
were bare and cracked^ and devoid of ornament^ save 
for a small bat massive silver crucifix hanging above 
the bed, and an artistically carved statuette of the 
Blessed Virgin on a bracket. These objects, at any 
rate, pointed to their owner's creed, a heritage re- 
ceived with his Irish descent, and the plainness, or 
roughness rather, of the domicile in general seemed 
to point to a hard and struggling existence. 

The night brought with it but little respite from 
the broiling heat of the day. Not a breath stirred 
the air. Even with the house door and all the 
windows wide open the oppressive stuffiness of the 
room seemed wellnigh unbearable. Winged insects, 
attracted by the light, found their way. in by swarms, 
and a huge tarantula, leaving his lair in the thatch, 
began to walk leisurely down the wall. With some- 
thing like a shudder of disgust, the stranger picked 
up a slipper and shied it at the hairy monster, with 
the effect of making him scuttle back to the shelter 
of the friendly thatch as fast as his legs could carry 
him. 

The sick man tossed restlessly from side to side, 
now moaning, now talking to himself. Listening 
intently, the watcher noted that the patient's wildly 
spoken thoughts seemed to run strongly in twp 
grooves — diamond seeking, and a member of th^ 
other sex. As to the latter, his voice would assume 
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a thrilling tenderness as he passionately and oft 
seemed to be abjuring somebody of the name of Violet. 
As to the former, he was alternately despondent 
and fiercely sanguine, as he alluded again and again 
to a certain ** Valley of the Eye." 

" The Valley of the Eye, by Jove ! '* muttered the 
watcher to himself. " Why, that's the very thing he 
began about directly I came in. Said it was going 
to make our fortunes. There must be something in 
it — and — I'll bet a guinea that thing he wears round 
his neck holds the secret, or the clue, to it," he added, 
starting up in excitement over the idea. 

He went softly over to the patient. The latter's 
left hand was clutching a flat pouch or bag of buck- 
skin which lay upon his chest. It was suspended 
from his neck by a stout lanyard of raw hide. ^ 

The watcher stood for a few minutes, his eyes 
glittering with a strange excitement. A temptation, 
which was well-nigh irresistible, had come upon him. 
Why should he not obtain possession of the pouch, 
and thus share in the secret which might lead to 
boundless wealth ? He need not retain it long, only 
long enough to master its contents. He could easily 
return it. 

Then his instincts of good seemed to get the upper 
hand. He was not a blackguard, he told himself, 
and surely to take advantage of this man's helpless- 
ness to steal his secrets would be a blackguardly and 
dishonest act. But, alas and alas! When the 
possibility opens of acquiring wealth, a man's best 
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instincts are sore to be heavily handicapped, and so 
it was here. 

He took a cup of milk which stood by the bedside, 
and, raising the patient's head, pat it to his lips. It 
was only goat's milk, and thin staff at that, thanks to 
the parched state of the veldt; bat poor Benshaw 
drank eagerly, then fell back quiet and composed. It 
seemed as though the delirium had departed. 

Watching him thus for a moment the stranger left 
him and sought the house door. He seemed to feel 
an irresistible longing for the open air. But so close, 
so stifling was the night that, as he stood outside, he 
hardly realized the change into the outer air. Not a 
living thing was moving, not a sound was heard, save 
now and then the trumpet-like sneeze of a goat in 
the kraals. Overhead, the dark vault of heaven 
seemed literally to flash and grow with constellations. 
Shooting stars darted, rocket-like, across the zenith 
in numbers unknown to our colder skies ; and, as he 
looked, a bright meteor shot athwart the velvety 
space, leaving a red sinuous trail. But in the dead 
still solitude a voice seemed to whisper to his now 
heated imagination, ** The Valley of the Eye ! The 
Valley of the Eye ! " 

Be-entering, he stole a glance at his patient. The 
latter was now slumbering peacefully. His hand 
had relaxed its convulsive grasp of the buckskin 
pouch, and was resting beside him. Now was the 
time. 

The stranger bent over him; then the deft 
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"snick" of a sharp knife. The pouoh was in his 
hand. 

For the moment he felt like a common footpad. 
His heart beat violently as he regained his seat near 
the window and the light. For some minutes he sat 
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by the dastardly act of robbery be had just com- 
mitted^ his thoughts should revert straight to Satan 
himself. The sick man was still slumbering peace- 
fully. 

Becovering his nerve to some extent^ he rushed to 
the door and gained the outer air. All was still as 
death. As his sight became used to the modified 
gloom of the starlight he went round to the back of 
the house— made the complete circuit of it. Not a 
living thing was astir. He went even further afield^ 
peering here, there, and everywhere. In vain. Then, 
with nerve and system shaken as they had never been 
before in his life, he returned indoors. 

For long he sat motionless, pondering over this 
extraordinary occurrence. The first shock of sur- 
prise, the first involuntary access of superstition past, 
two considerations obtruded themselves. The pros- 
pect of possible wealth had been snatched from his 
grasp, literally strangled at its birth, for the paper 
looked genuine, and was certainly lucid enough, but 
it required studying, and that carefully. For the 
rest, how should he eventually account to its owner 
for its disappearance ? And at this thought he began 
to feel exceedingly uncomfortable. 

Not for long, however. The bag could easily be 
replaced, and the chances were that its owner would 
take for granted the security of its contents, and not 
go to the trouble of opening it to ascertain. Or he 
himself might be far enough away by that time, but 
that he was loth to abandon a fellow-countryman 
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on a lonely Biok-bed in that frightful vUdernesB; 
and we must, in justice to the man, record that this 
consideration was genuine and whoHjnntinged by his 
own reluctance to turn his back on the place antil 
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Thus he decided, overlooking the trifling pro- 
bability that if Benshaw Fanning, with lifelong 
experience as a hunter, treasure-seeker, and adven- 
turer in general, had failed to hit upon the mysterious 
locality, it was hardly to be supposed that he, 
Maurice Selloo, new arrival in South Africa, who, 
for instance, had been unable to travel across the 
Karroo plains without losing himself, would fare any 
better. 

But then an imder-estimate — either habitual or 
occasional — of his own merits or abilities did not 
rank among the failings of the said Maurice Sellon. 



CHAPTER IV- 

SUNNINGDALE. 

A WILD, deep, romantic valley, winding between lofty 
bush-clad hills, their summits broken into many a 
rugged cliff, which echoes back the muffled roar of 
a mountain torrent foaming and hissing through its 
pent-up rocky channel, A lovely valley as travelled 
in the morning simshine, melodious with the piping 
of birds from the cool shade of tangled brake and 
sylvan recesses on either side. Overhead a sky of 
the most brilliant blue ; around a fresh, clear atmo- 
sphere,^revivifying as wine; for it is mountain air 
and the day is yet young. 

At its head the valley opens out into a wide basin, 
where the stream winds and curves through a green 
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fertile bottom, whose rich Boil for many acres ia 
covered with growing crops of wheat and maize. 
Higher np atill, in vivid contrast to the darker-hued 
foliage around, stands forth a group of tall willows, 
their trailing feathery boughs — affording a nesting- 
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engaged on a piece of needlework, the other reading, 
or, to be more accurate, pretending to read. Not 
less dissimilar in appearance are these two than in 
their present occupation. One tall, fair, grave ; the 
other of smaller build, dark, espiigte. One deliberate 
of speech and movement ; the other all mirth and 
vivacity upon any or no provocation. 

''How much longer are you going on with that 
eternal stitch, stitch, stitch, Marian?" cries the 
latter, dropping her book for the twentieth time and 
yawning. 

She addressed smiles slightly. 

**Why? What would you rather I did?" she 
says. ''You generally say it's too hot to stroll in 
the morning." 

"Do I? Well, perhaps it is. But you were 
looking so preternaturally solemn, and so silent, that 
I believe you were thinking of — some one. Who was 
it ? Come, out with it ! " 

"You shouldn't judge everybody from your own 
standpoint, Violet," is the good-humoured reply. 
"Now, my private opinion is you are developing 
quite a fidgety vein because we only get a post here 
once a week." 

A close observer, watching the countenance of her 
thus bantered, might have thought there was a hit 
underlying this perfectly innocent remark, but if so 
it escaped the speaker, for she never looked up from 
her sewing. 

"Ha, ha, ha! Oh, wise Marian. The post, 
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indeed ! You Bbould see the cartload of aBtonisliiiig 
effusions I get. I believe I will let yoa see them one 
of these days. They'd astonish you considerably, 
if only as evidence of what a lot of idiots there are 
among men. No; year sagacity is at fault. You 
haven't hit the right nail this time." 
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scalps^ and she looked upon them in the same light 
— legitimate tributes to her own prowess. She had 
begun to flirt when she was fourteen, and had carried 
it on, seriously and without a break, up to date, and 
she was now twenty-two. And Nature had endowed 
her with bountiful facilities in that line. Her face 
conformed to the strictest canons of beauty — oval, 
high-bred, with regular and delicate features, melting 
dark eyes, and a winsome little mouth with a smile 
ever hovering around its corners; and her quick, 
vivacious manner was forcibly if unconventionally 
defined by a large section of her admirers, especially 
the younger ones, as *' awfully fetching.*' She was 
a sort of distant connection of the Selwoods, whose 
acquaintance she had made during their last visit to 
England. They had been immensely taken with her, 
and now she was fulfilling a long-standing invitation 
to visit them in their South African home. 

But with all her dazzling beauty and winning arts 
some men would not have looked twice at Violet 
Avory when Marian Selwood was by. The fair sweet 
face of the latter, with its large sleepy eyes, its red, 
smiling lips, parting from a row of white regular 
teeth, could grow very lovely; indeed, it was one 
of those faces which* gain upon the observer with 
its owner's further acquaintance. Nor was its normal 
gravity other than on the surface, for to cause the 
great blue eyes to sparkle with fun and mischief was 
no difiGlcult matter. And Marian's disposition was 
as sweet as her face, her mind that of a refined 
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gentlewoman. She was bom in the colony^ and had 
lived the greater part of her life where we now see 
her^ helping to keep house for her brother and his 
wife. 

*'Hot or cool, I vote we stroll somewhere," cried 
Violet, starting up from her chair with a restlessness 
and energy she seldom displayed at that time of the 
day, when the sun made himself very definitely felt, 
even at that elevation. 

"Very well," acquiesced the other, gathering up 
her work. Then she added, with a smile, " You had 
better get a sunshade, Violet, or you'll be taking back 
quite a stock of freckles. The now disconsolate ones 
will all cry off then." 

*'Will they! But — are you not going to take 
one ? " 

*' No. I'm about burnt enough already. Besides, 
there are no disconsolate ones in my case to doom 
to disillusion, so it doesn't matter." 

*' Oh yes ! Very likely ! I'm sure to believe that." 

"Go away, and get your hat on," interrupted 
Marian. 

" Come now, Marian," said Violet, as the two girls 
wandered down the shady walk under the fruit-trees. 
" It's all very well for you to affect the solemn, and 
all that kind of thing ; but I don't believe in it a bit, 
let me tell you. No — not one bit." 

" Oh, don't you ? '' 

" No, I don't. I believe, for all that quiet way of 
yours, you are just as dangerous as they pretend I 



34 RENSHAW FANNINQS QUEST. 

am. You're deep ; that's what you are. Now, there's 
that nice Mr. Fanmng. Yon flirted with him shock- 
ingly. You know you did ! " 

''I wasn't aware of it," was the cakn response. 
And then came a pause. It was finally broken by 
Marian. 

'*Poor Renshaw! He and I were — well, not 
exactly children together, for he is about a dozen 
years my senior, but we have known each other all 
our lives. And, by the way, Violet, I hope you have 
not been intentionally adding him to the list of your 
captives; but I am tolerably certain he has fallen 
a victim. Whether it is your doing, or pure accident, 
I don't undertake to guess. But he is not the sort 
of man you ought to make a fool of." 

Violet laughed — ^mockingly, maliciously. 

"Why, Marian, you're jealous. I've struck the 
right chord at last. Never mind; it isn't too late 
now. I won't stand in your light, I promise you." 

Most women under the circumstances would have 
fired up — ^repelled the insinuation angrily. But 
Marian Selwood was not of that sort. 

" Poor Renshaw is quite unlucky enough, without 
having a — well — damaged heart thrown into the 
scale," she went on. ''His life is hard enough in 
all conscience, and is just now a well-nigh hopeless 
struggle, I don't mind telling you in confidence. I 
dare say you think there isn't much in him because 
he is reserved ; but more than once his cool courage 
has been the means of saving npt one life; but 
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many. I have beard men ea;, not once, not yet 
twice, that in any undertaking involving peril or 
Enterprise there is no man they would rather havd 
at their side than Benshaw Fanning. And he is 
the moat nnselfish of men. His is a splendid 
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CHAPTER V. 

A SUSPICIOUS TBEE. 

Mabun, startled by the terrified shriek of her com- 
panion, followed the latter*s gaze, and the object 
that met her own produced a ^ualm of repulsion 
mingled with involuntary alarm. 

They had reached a secluded comer of the garden 
where the sunshine fell in a network of light through 
the overshadowing foliage of a group of tall fig-trees, 
which cast quite a semi-gloom in contrast to the 
glare without* On one side was a thick pomegranate 
hedge. The cause of Violet's terror became un- 
pleasantly manifest in the shape of a hideous black 
head reariag itself up from the grodnd. It was 
followed by the gliding sinuous body of a huge snake. 

Shriek after shriek arose from Violet's lips. 

'* It's coming straight at us ! " she screamed, and 
mastering an impulse to faint, she turned and fled 
from the spot as hard as she could run. 

It certainly was coming straight at them, and that 
with a velocity and determination abnormal to its 
kind. Another peculiarity was that it came on in 
a straight, smooth glide, without a writhe, without 
even a wrathful hiss. In fact, the reptile's behaviour, 
to anybody but a brace of badly frightened women, 
was singular to a degree. 

''It's only a rinkhaals," cried Marian, bravely 
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standing het grdnnd. "Lend Ud fOd^ dutuhade, 
Violet." 

Bnt the latter was already a hundred yards off, 
where, half ashamed of her panic, half secure in the 
distance she had covered, she tamed to see vhat 
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" Ho, ho, ho ! " he roared again, picking up the 
dead Bnake by its late motive power — ^the twine to 
wit. " Where's the young lady who isn't afraid of 
snakes ? " 

" Really, Chris, what a great schoolboy you are ! " 
said his sister. *'If I were Violet, I should never 
forgive you. You had no business to frighten her 
like that ! " 

" No, you hadn't," said Violet, who now came up. 
''But I'll forgive you, Mr. Selwood, because — ^I'll be 
even with you yet." 

" Hallo ! That's a rum sort of forgiveness. Well, 
Miss Avory, I won't grumble ; you shall work your 
wicked will, how, when, and where you please." 

" Ugh ! What a hideous thing ! " said Violet, con- 
templating the dead reptile with a shudder, '* But — 
joking apart — ^they can't be very plentiful, can they ? 
Ever since I've been here I've only seen one, and it 
was dead." 

• 

'* There's a proverb here. Miss Avory," said 
Selwood, with a twinkle in his eye, *'that if you 
come across one snake, you are dead certain to run 
against at least two more in the course of the day. 
So be careful." 

''Nonsense, Violet, Don't believe a word of it," 
said Marian. " Chris, you ought to be ashamed of 
yourself. Where did you get that rinkhaals from ? " 

^' This end wall of the land. He was coiled up, 
basking in the sun. Saw him before he saw me — 
slunk round t'other side of the wall, and dropped a 
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stone bang on the top of him. Like to have the skin 
to hang up in yonr bedroom, Mies Avory ? " 

" Ugh ! No, I wouldn't. Bat wait a bit, Mr. 
Selwood. You'll live to wish you hadn't played me 
this trick yet," retorted Violet, misehievously. 
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Hlambi Kafirs — ^were authorized to remove so many 
head of cattle and so many sheep and goats to 
Siwani's location in Ea£Eraria, travelling by such and 
such a road. It went on to enumerate particulars of 
the stocky the various earmarks^ and sundry other 
details; and seemed perfectly in order. A glance or 
two having sufficed to effect a comparison between 
the said particulars and the animals themselves; 
Selwood replied — 

" I can't let you stop here, Muntiwa. Your sheep 
are the most infernally scabby lot I ever saw in my 
lifC; and I don't half like the look of your cattle. See 
there/' he went on, pointing to a particularly dejected- 
looking COW; whose miserable aspect and filmy eye 
denoted anything but rude health ; '' that looks un- 
commonly like a case of red-water. So you must trek 
on. I can't have my stock infected." 

*' Whau ! Siya qoka / " * cried the Kafir, savagely, 
advancing within a couple of yards of Selwood; his 
kerries shaking in his grasp with his suppressed 
rage. *' There is nothing the matter with the cattle, 
and you know it. We shall rest here whether you 
like it or not." 

Things began to look pretty serious. Christopher 
Selwood was as good a man as most men of his age 
and training. But the Kafir; toO; was of powerful 
build, and was evidently a turbulent, quarrelsome 
fellow ; and an ugly customer all round. Moreover, 
he had a mate, rendering the odds two to one. Then 

♦ «* Ah, you lie I" 



mmsm 



A SUSPICIOUS TREK. 



Selwood waB handicapped by the two girls, but for 
whose presence he would instantly have knocked the 
insolent native do'wn. Yet for all these disadvantages 
he was not the sort of man to stand any nonsense ; 
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**Hey, tmlungu/**^ cried the one-eyed savage, 
taming to fire a parting shoti '* we shall meet one 
of these days. Take care of yourself ! '* he added, 
with significant irony. 

" Ha ! ha ! So we shall, my friend. But it will be 
in the magistrate's court. Bad hats both of them," 
he added, turning to the girls. "Queer that they 
should own all that stock. But the pass was all 
right. Yet there are such things as forged passes. 
By Jove ! I've a good mind to send over and warn 
the Mounted Police. Not worth the trouble, though. 
Ill just ride down after dinner and make sure that 
they are clear off the place. Impudent dog, that 
wall-eyed chap. If you two hadn't been there I'd 
have given him the best hammering he ever had in 
his life, or he'd have given me one." 

With which remark the speaker characteristically 
dismissed the affair from his mind altogether. 

"I've had a letter from Benshaw," said Mrs. 
Selwood, as they sat down to dinner. 

" A letter ! " cried Violet, suddenly interested. 
" Why, it isn't post-day ! How did you get it ? " 

" Theunis Bezuidenhout brought it out from Fort 
Lamport. He says the drought up there is some- 
thing fearful " 

"Who? Theunis Bezuidenhout?" struck in 
Christopher. 

" Something fearful," went on his wife, clean 

* White man* 
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ignoring this flippant remark. " There isn't a blade 
of grass left on the place, and hardly a drop of water. 
All the sheep and goats have died except aboat five 
hundred." 
" Poor chap ! " said Selwood. " What an unlucky 
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the foreground to an instinctive inward (Conjecture 
as to what the stranger would be like. Poor Een- 
8haw*s illness was not an event to move her much, 
and poor Benshaw himself faded into background 
beside the possibilities opening out before her in the 
advent of a stranger — a stranger from England too. 
Truth to tell, she was becoming a trifle bored. The 
incense of male adoration, as essential to her as the 
very breath of life, had not floated much in her 
direction of late; for the Umtirara range, though 
scenically and climatically a comparative Eden, was 
yet to all purposes, as far as she was concerned, an 
Adamless one. A stranger — ^lately from England! 
There was something delightfully exciting in the 
potentialities here opening out. 

'* Tell him he must come, Hilda ! " said Marian, 
with, for her, a strange eagerness. ''Poor — ^poor 
Benshaw ! He'll never shake oflf that horrible fever 
up there in such an awful drought-stricken desert. 
Tell him he must come, and come at once ! '' 

And yet of these two it was for her who was moved 
to excitement over the possible arrival of a stranger, 
that the absent man would have given his very life — 
blindly, as with regard to the treasure for which he 
had been so blindly and so often seeking — hitherto 
in vain. 



CHAPTEB VI. 

BELAPSE. 
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Bnatohing the document from him in the dead mid- 
nighty he shuddered inwardly. The whole business 
smacked of witchcraft^ and something abominably 
uncanny. He could not account for it^ any more 
than he could account for the fact that he^ Maurice 
Sellon^ had crept on tiptoe to the bedside of the 
man who lay at his mercy — ^ill and helpless— and 
had there and then robbed him like a common thief. 

All this time the two had been staring at each 
other^ one from his sick-bed^ the other from his arm- 
chair. Bellon was the first to break the silence. 

" Well, old chap, how do you feel now ? " he said, 
striving to throw into his tone a bluff heartiness he 
was far from feeling. '^ Had a bad night of it, I'm 
afraid ? " 

**Yes, I have rather," said Renshaw, slowly. 
*' But — when did you come ? Have they looked after 
your horse ? " And with the instinctive hospitality 
characteristic of his class, he made a move as 
though to rise and personally look to the supplying 
of the stranger's wants. 

"Don't move. Don*t think of moving, I beg!" 
cried the latter, putting out his hand as if to arrest 
the attempt. " The fact is, I arrived last evening, 
and found you— er — ^well, not quite the thing ; so I 
just thought I'd sit here in case you might want 
anything during the night." 

" How very good of you ! I must have had a touch 
of my old enemy— up-country fever. I picked it up 
years ago in the Lembombo Mountains, through 



RELAPSE. 47 

staying on there too late at the eud of a winter 
hunting trip, and the worse of that sort of infernal 
bnsinesB is that ;oa are always liable to a retom of it. 
Xe'B, I remember now. I did feel most uncommonly 
qaeer yesterday. And then yoa arrived and took 
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What have you done with the stranger Baas' 
horse ? 

'^ He's in the stable^ Baas.' 

"All right. See that he's well fed — luckily we 
have plenty of mealies. And there are a few bnndles 
of oat-hay left. Let him have them^ Dirk." 

'' Ja, Baas. That shall be done." 

"And tell Eaatje to see that the stranger Baas 
has everything he wants — as far as the resources of 
the establishment will permit/' added Benshaw in 
English^ turning to his guest with a rueful smile. 
"Tve been telling old Dirk to see that you have 
everything you want, so be sure you keep him up to 
the mark, and see that you get it. He can grind out 
a few words of English, and his wife a few more, so 
you'll be able to make them understand. And now, 
if you'll excuse me, I think I'll lie quiet a little, for 
I'm feeling most confoundedly played out." 

" My dear fellow — certainly, certainly. I think 
you've been talking far too much already," answered 
Sellon, effusively. " It's awfully good of you to 
think about me, but don't bother yourself on my 
account." 

His unfamiliarity with the Boer dialect — the 
habitual medium of speech between Gape colonists 
and natives — had left him necessarily ignorant of 
his host's solicitude on his behalf, as conveyed in the 
foregoing instructions. Benshaw Fanning, lying 
there miserably ill, had no thought — uttered no word 
— on behalf of his own interests during those directions 
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to his serrant. All his anxiety waa for the comfort 
and weU-being of the etranger -within his gates. It 
was only a part of that unselfishness which ^ras 
characteristic of the man — which had become, in fact, 
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for an indefinite period in a very rough and uncom- 
fortable tenement) in the midst of a bumt-up starving 
wilderness^ destitute not only of the ordinary com- 
forts of life^ but almost of anything fit to eat or 
drink — ^this, too, alone with a perfect stranger in for 
a possibly long bout of severe fever —is something of 
an act of self-sacrifice, which we hope, virtuous 
reader, you will remember to set off against the 
man's other failings and derelictions. 

If circumstances had rendered Maurice Sellon a 
bit of a scamp — ^if a further combination of the same 
might conceivably render him a still greater one — 
yet he was, according to the definition of those who 
knew him, ^'not half a bad fellow in the main.*' 
His resolution to see his newly found acquaintance 
through what would certainly prove a tedious if not 
a dangerous illness, was purely a generous one, 
dashed by no selfish motive. A subsequent idea, 
which flashed upon him like an inspiration, that even 
if the precious document relating to the mysterious 
treasure were lost beyond recovery, his newly made 
friend was almost sure to know its contents by heart, 
and might be brought to share the knowledge with 
him, was entirely an afterthought, and this we desire 
to emphasize. To slightly tamper with the proverb, 
*' Want of money is the root of all evil," and Maurice 
Sellon, in common with many worthier persons, 
stood sorely and habitually in need of that essential 
article. 

But scamp or no scamp, his presence there was a 
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Tery fortunate thing for his ferer-etrickeii host. By 
nightfall poor Benshaw had a relapse ; and for three 
days he lay, alternatively ehivering and burning — 
intermittently raving withal in all the horrors of 
acnte deliriam. Then the presence of a Strong, 
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durprised at the question^ Benshaw opened the 
ehest where the firearms were usually kept. It waei 
empty. 

" Now, look behind that big box undet the sofa," 
said the other, with a laugh. 

This was done, and lo! there were the missing 
weapons, carefully rolled in sacking. Choking with 
laughter over the recollection, Sellon proceeded to 
narrate the circumstances under which he had been 
made a target of, as we have seen. 

"And 1*11 tell you what it is, old man," he con- 
cluded; "if you can make such good shooting at 
five hundred yards when you're oflf your chump, it's 
sorry I'd be to do target for you at six hundred when 
you're not." 

Benshaw whistled, and shook his head. 

"I must have been bad," he said. "Well, you 
saw how bad I was. But, I say, Sellon, did I — er — 
talk much — ^talk bosh, you know ? Fellows often do 
when they're that way.'* 

"Well, the fact is, you did, rather. You seemed 
to wander a good deal — ^talked a lot about * stones,' 
and a certain ' Valley of the Eye,' which was going 
to make all out fortunes." 

Benshaw started. 

" Did I ? " he said, passing his hand over his eyes, 
as if to clear his recollection. Then he was silent 
for a while, and seemed to be thinking deeply, ThQ 
other, though affecting thp greatest unconcern, 
watp^ed hiD^ narrowly. 
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"Look here, Sellon," lie went on, " it isn't iti thS 
least odd that I ehoald have talked about that. I 
firmly believe in the exiBtenoe of the place, thoagh 
Fve made no less than four oarefol attempts at find- 
ing it. It's not BO very far from here, I believe, and 
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<< What A mercurial fellow you are^ Sellon ! No ; 
that isn't how to g6 to work. How^ I ask you^ are 
we going to set out expedition on foot^ now ? Look 
at that, for instance/' — ^pointing through the open 
door to the bare veldt shimmering in the fiery 
forenoon* ^* And it*s worse country over there than 
here. We must wait until the drought breaks up." 

*' Must we ? And, meanwhile, somebody else may 
hit upon the place." 

''Make your mind easy on that point. But for 
the clue I possess, it would never be found — ^never. 
Didn't I tell you I had searched for it four times, 
and even with the key hadn't managed to find it, 
and I've spent my life on the veldt, knocking about 
the country on and off ? But this time I believe I 
shall find it." 

'* Do you ? Now, why ? " 

*'Look around. Whether the drought lasts or 
not, I'm practically a ruined man. Now it is time 
my luck turned* This will be, I repeat, the fifth 
search, and five is a lucky number. Like many 
fellows who have led a wandering and solitary life, 
I am a trifle superstitious in some things. This 
time we shall be successful." 

" Well, you seem to take the thing mighty coolly," 
said Sellon, refilling his pipe. "I should be for 
ptarting at once, But what do you propose doing 
pieanwhile ? " 

^^TakQ my word for it, it'e a mistake to rush 
a thing of this sort," answered Renshaw. "It'll 
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bear any amount of thinking out — the more the 
better." 

"Well, bat ;oii seem to haye given it its fall 
share of the last, anyhow. There's one thing, 
thoitgh, that you haven't mentioned all this time. 
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of poisoned arrows. ''And did they ever attack 
you ? •• 

''Once only — ^the attempt before last I made/' 
replied the other^ tranquilly. "That made me 
think I was nearer hitting upon it than I had ever 
been." 

" By Jove ! " cried Sellon again. " That's just 
about enough to choke one off the whole thing. A 
fellow doesn't mind a fair and square fight^ even 
against long odds. But when it comes to poisoned 
arrows^ certain death coming at you in the shape of 
a dirty little bit of sticky that otherwise couldn't 
hurt a cat — faugh! I suppose these little devils 
sneak up behind^ and let you have it before you 
so much as know they're there ? " 

" Generally ; yes. Well, you know, every prize 
worth winning involves a proportionate amount of risk. 
And there may be some about this business, it's only 
fair to warn you, though, on the other hand, there 
may not. " 

All serene, old chap. I'll chance it." 
Bight," said Benshaw. " Now, my plan is this. 
It's of no use sticking on here. I can do no good at 
present, or I'm afraid for some time to come. I 
propose that we go and look up some friends of 
mine who live down Kafirland way. They've a 
lovely place in the Umtirara Mountains — a perfect 
paradise after this inferno. We'll go and have a 
good time — ^it'll set me on my legs again, and enable 
you to see an entirely different part of the country. 



it 



" OUR OBJECT IS THE SA^fE." 57 

Afterwards, we'll oome back here, and Btait on oar 
search." 

"That's not half a bad plan of yours, Fanning. 
Bat, Bee here, old chap. These friends of yours don't 
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they are apt to talk. Eh, you dog ? Own up, now. 
Who is she ? •• 

^^ And that's your reason for wanting to make a 
pile, is it, Sellon ? " said Benshaw, tranquilly. 

** I didn't say so," laughed the other. " Perhaps 
our object is the same, for aU that." 

Perhaps it is," was the good-humoured reply; 

as you are bent on thinking so." 






CHAPTER Vra. 

QUITS. 

The days went by, and Benshaw steadily gained in 
health and strength. He was now able to walk about 
at will, to take short rides in the early morning, and 
towards sundown, carefully avoiding the heat of the 
day, and to begin looking after his stock again. 
Not that the state of the latter afforded him much 
encouragement, poor fellow, for each day witnessed 
an alarming decrease in the few hundred starving 
animals the drought had left him. Meanwhile, the 
burning, brassy heavens were without a cloud, save 
an occasional one springing suddenly from the 
horizon, as though to mock at the terrible anxiety of 
the dwellers in this desert waste, and as suddenly 
melting away, together with many an eager, unspoken 
hope for the longed-for rain. Not a breath of air, 
save now and again one of those strange whirlwinds 
which, heaving up bits of dried stick and dust from 
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the baked and gasping earth, and spuming them 
round in its gyrating coarse, mores in a waterspout- 
like column along the plain, to vanish into empty air 
as suddenly as it arose — sure sign of drought, or the 
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quarters, and of the daily occupation of seeing ^ feW 
more wretched Angoras pay the debt of Nature— of 
staring at the glassy, shimmering horizon, and 
wondering when it was going to rain. Thoroughly 
sick, too, of swarming flies and of rough food none 
too appetizingly displayed — of a sofa-bed, and falling 
asleep to the accompaniment of the ticking rustle of 
the tarantulas hunting their prey in the thatch over- 
head, and occasionally running over his ear in the 
night. It was all very well for Fanning. He was 
used to that sort of thing — Sellon was not ; there- 
fore small wonder that he should begin to get sick of 
it. There wasn't even anything to shoot on the 
place, for the springbok had trekked in quest of 
more favoured regions. 

Sellon, however, was blessed with a mercurial 
temperament, as his host had remarked, and the 
same now stood him in good stead, for, though bored 
to death, he did not wax quarrelsome — ^the usual 
development of that unenviable condition. But 
there was one matter which, haunting his mind 
day and night, bade fair even to drive him into 
that. 

He was racked by an hourly dread lest his friend 
should discover the loss of the missing paper. Maurice 
Sellon was constitutionally as far from being a coward 
as the average Englishman, well endowed with thews, 
habitually is. But the consciousness that he had 
been guilty of a mean and dishonest action tended 
to demoralize his eaoy self-reliance. A man like 
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Bensbaw, the possessor of a secret of fabnloas value, 
the cine to Trhieh he had cherished for years, and 
patiently; and at the cost of tmtold hardship and 
poBsibla peril, had repeatedly attempted to solve. 
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What a fool he had been to meddle with the thing ! 
He would have given worlds to be able to replace it. 
But it was gone irrevocably. 

At one time his suspicions had rested on the 
Koranna servants. But the narrow watch he had 
kept upon them^ as also the immediate and careful 
search he had made around the house at the time of 
the occurrence^ had forced him to abandon this idea. 
Dismissing the Satanic theory at first formed, he had 
hit upon another — ^to a dweller in Southern Africa, 
almost as wild and chimerical ; but then it must be 
remembered that Sellon was not a dweller in that 
country— only a " raw Englishman/* in fact, as the 
Boers define a recent importation. That black claw 
which had reft the paper from his hand in the dead 
midnight must have belonged to some huge baboon, 
who, attracted by the light, had approached the open 
window, and having accomplished his mischievous 
and monkey-like manoeuvre, had decamped forthwith 
to his native wilds. Anyhow, the precious clue had 
disappeared, and in all human probability would 
never again be lighted on by mortal eye. 

Mingled with his apprehensions on the above 
counts, however, were the misgivings of cupidity, 
and there were times when he suspected Eenshaw 
of regretting his offer. The latter, since first men- 
tioning the subject of the treasure, had hardly 
reverted to it, and this reticence struck him (Sellon) 
in an unfavourable light, and the reason assigned 
for it as a mere excuse. 
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"Take my word for it," Eenshaw had aaid, one 
day, " we had better leave the Bnbject entirely for a 
little longer — till we get down country, say. You 
Bee, the long and short is, it's an exciting one to me, 
and my head is by no means clear yei It'll be 
better to pnt it off, and there's plenty of time." 

And this answer, judging the speaker by himself, 
and, indeed, it is fair to say, by his knowledge of the 
world, struck Sellon as eminently unsatisfactory. At 
the risk of a rebuff, a rupture even, he had more 
than once adroitly tried to "draw" his host, but 
with BO little success as to leave him ignorant as to 
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a trip up country, anything that promised possible 
profit. He had half arranged an up-country trip, 
and it was while journeying to a distant township to 
interview the other partner in the scheme that he had 
lost himself, and accident had landed him so oppor- 
tunely at Benshaw Fanning's door. 

One night they had been thus chatting, and retired 
to bed, having decided to make a start, at all risks, 
the day after the morrow. The heat was something 
fearful. A dead, sultry, boding stillness reigned over 
everything, productive of that strange nervous depres- 
sion which is wont to afflict mankind prior to an 
approaching convulsion of Nature. Every door and 
window of the house stood open, as if to keep up the 
fiction that there was any air to come in. 

''I believe there's going to be an earthquake, at 
least," said Sellon, as he turned in. 

*' Or a big thunderstorm, only — ^no such luck 1 " 
answered Benshaw. 

It was not the night to bear the weight of a 
blanket, or even of a sheet, had the latter luxury been 
among the resources of the establishment. Sellon, 
after tossing uneasily for an hour, dropped off into a 
heavy sleep, and dreamed. 

He was alone in a deep, craggy gorge. Beetling 
rocks reared high above his head, just discernible in 
the gloom, for it was night. It was the *' Valley of 
the Eye." 

Yes; and there was the ''Eye" itself— gleaming 
out of the darkness, seeming to transfix him with the 
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colli Btare of a basilisk. Somehow he felt no exulta- 
tion on having gained the place — no triumph over 
treasure trove. Instead of putting forth his efforts 
to reach the shining stone, his chief desire was to 
flee &om the spot. But he could not — he was rooted 
to the ground, shivering, trembling, irith a chill 
shrinking of mortal dread. Nearer, nearer, drew 
that gleaming Eye, and, lo I beside it flashed forth 
another. There were two — a pair of eyes. Then 
before them came shadowy hands holding a bow. 
It was drawn. It was pointed full at him. Still 
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making the doors and windows rattle like castanets. 
Then followed pitch darkness. 

" Strike a light, if you have any handy, but don*t 
come too near me in the dark," said Benshaw. 
*'This joker's fangs may still be of some account, 
albeit he's stone dead." 

As though stUl dreaming, Sellon obeyed. 

"What the very deuce is the meaning of it all?" 
he said, as by the light of the candle he sat surveying 
the situation. 

*' Only this — ^that you were as near passing on your 
checks as you ever will be," was the reply, *' And 
you may thank this thunderstorm for it that you 
didn't. The thunder awoke me at once, though it 
didn't you, and of course I went outside to look at the 
weather. Then, by the glare of a flash of lightning, 
I spotted this brute. He was lying bang across 
both your legs, with his head against the wall. The 
flash lasted just long enough for me to lay hold of 
his tail, and I knew the geography of the room well 
enough to whirl him up and bring his head down upon 
the hardest part of the table." 

Sellon stared at the speaker, then at the hideous, 
writhing body of the reptile, without a word. He 
seemed stupefied. 

*' Scott ! " he burst forth at last. ''Well, we are 
quits now, at any rate. But that's something like a 
nightmare." 

This, then, was the interpretation of his blood- 
curdling dream. The terrible eyes, the frightful 
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Too late, however. The ram, as is frequently the 
case under the curcumstances, turned out a cold ram. 
Throughout that day all hands worked manfully to 
save the lives of the remnant of the stock — for the 
Angora is a frail sort of beast under adverse con- 
ditions — and as it grew bitterly cold, packing the 
creatures into stables, outhouses, even the Koranna 
huts, for warmth. In vain ! The wretched animals, 
enfeebled by the long, terrible drought, succumbed 
like flies to the sudden and inclement change. Save 
for about two score of the hardiest among the flock, 
by nightfall of the following day Eenshaw Fanning 
was left without a hoof upon the farm. 



CHAPTER IX. 



TWO "sells.** 



*' Heabd anything of Eenshaw?" said Christopher 
Selwood, coming in hot and tired from his work, for 
a cup of tea late in the afternoon. 

** Not a word," answered his wife, looking up from 
the last of a batch of letters that had just come in 

with the weekly post. " Why — ^you don't think ? " 

she began, alarmed at the grave look which had 
come over her husband's face. 
. *' Well, I don't know," he replied. *' I hope there's 
nothing seriously wrong. How long is it since you 
wrote?" 

*' More than a fortnight now." 
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" Flung Tier net — ^Renshaw ! No, by Jove, it never 
did ! Why, he's the most sober-going old chap in the 
world. Confound it, he must be past that sort of 
thing — if he ever went in for it. Why, he's only 
two or three years my junior." 

"And what if he is?" was the reply of calm 
superiority. **He needn't be Methuselah for all 
that. And then remember the hard, struggling, 
solitary life his has been. He's just the man to fall 
over head and ears in love at middle age." 

*' Pho ! Not he ! What matchmakers women are. 
Bryant and May are nothing to them. But, I say, 
Hilda, supposing it is as you say, why shouldn't he 
go in and win, eh ? " 

" Do you think Violet is the sort of girl to go and 
end her days in a wattle-and-daub shanty away in 
the wilds of Bushmanland? Come now. Do you 
think for a moment she's that sort ? " 

**N — 0. Perhaps not. But there's no reason 
why she should. Benshaw might find some farm to 
suit him somewhere else — down here, for instance. I 
don't see why it shouldn't be done. He's a fellow 
who thoroughly understands things, and would get 
along first-rate at whatever he turned to. If he's 
come into low water up there it's more the fault of 
that infernal country than his own, I'll bet fifty 
pounds. No, I don't at all see why he shouldn't go 
in and win, and, by Jove, he shall." 

" Who's the matchmaker now ? " retorted his wife 
with a smile of conscious superiority. *'But there 
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are several things to be got over. First of all, I 
belieye he must be in very low water ; in fact, pretty 
well at the end of his tether. That drought can't 
have left him much to the good. And I am tolerably 
certain Violet has nothing — at least, nothing to 
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^' Not he. He isn't such an ass. She mast have 
been trying to make a fool of him," growled Selwood, 
with whom Violet Avory was, nevertheless, a prime 
favourite. *' Just like you women ! You're all alike, 
every one of you." 

His wife vouchsafed no reply, and the whirr of 
the sewing machine went blithely on. Soon the 
silence was broken by an unmistakable snore. The 
slumbrous warmth of the afternoon had told upon 
Selwood. His head had fallen back, his pipe had 
slipped on to the floor. He was fast asleep. 

An hour went by. It was getting nearly time to 
go to the kraals and count in the sheep. Still he 
snored steadily on. His wife, drowsy with the con- 
tinual whirr of the sewing machine, felt more than 
half inclined to follow his example. 

Suddenly there was a sound of wheels on the grassy 
plot outside the front garden, then a voice exclaiming 
in dubious tone — 

" Here's a take in. I believe they're all away from 
home." 

The voice proceeded from one of the two occupants 
of a very travel-worn buggy standing at the gate. 

'* No, they're not ! " cried Mrs. Selwood, to whom 
that voice was well known. " Come — wake up, Chris. 
Here is Eenshaw himself ! " 

*' Eh — what ! I believe I've been asleep ! " cried 
Selwood, starting up— ''Eenshaw — ^is it! Hallo, old 
chap. This is first-rate," he added, rushing out. 
And the two men's hands wore locked in a close 
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grip. " Allamaghtag ! * Bat you are looking pulled 
down — isn't he, Hilda? — though not quite so much 
as I should have expected. How are you, sir ? We 
are delighted to see you," he went on as Eenshaw 
dulv introdnaed his friend. 
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Now^ as she did so^ Selwood was ushering in his 
stranger guest — ^was^ in fact^ at that moment standing 
back to allow the latter to enter before him. Thus 
they met face to face. 

Then was her self-possession tried in such wise 
as no member of that household had yet witnessed. 
She halted suddenly, her face deadly white. A quick 
ejaculation escaped the stranger's lips. 

It died as quickly, and his half-outstretched hand 
dropped to his side in obedience to her warning 
glance; for her confusion was but a momentary 
flash. It entirely escaped Selwood, who was walking 
behind his guest, the broad shoulders and fine 
stature of the latter acting as an opportune screen, 
and all the others were still outside. 

*'Miss Avory," introduced honest Chris, becoming 

aware of her presence. ''Mr. er — I really beg 

your pardon, but I'm afraid I didn't quite catch your 
name just now — and Benshaw didn't happen to 
mention it in his letter ? " 

" Sellon," supplied the other. 

" By Jove ! We hold half our names in common. 
We are both 'Sells,' but there we branch oflf 
_ho— hoi Sellon and Selwood, both 'Sells,'" 
repeated Chris, who was fond of a joke. 

An unimportant, not to say trivial remark. But 
like many such, it was destined in the fulness of 
time to be brought back pretty vividly to the memory 
of its originator and his hearers. 

Violet acknowledged the introduction with a queenly 
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BoH of bowy and taming preceded them into the 
sitting-room. 

** Where's Mr. Fanning ? " she asked, rising almost 
as soon as she was seated. ''I must go and say 
* How do you do ? ' to him." 

Sellon muttered an oath to himself as she slipped 
from the room, not loud enough to be heard by 
his host, however, who proceeded to ply him with 
questions as to his journey— and brandy-and-water. 

Meanwhile Violet, in pursuance of her expressed 
intent, was greeting the other arrival with a pretty 
cordiality that was perfection itself, and when she 
tuned her voice to the requisite minor key as she 
asked all manner of questions and expressed all 
manner of sympathy with regard to his late illness, 
and whether he ought to have undertaken such a 
long journey so soon, and if he had taken great 
care of himself during the same, the effect on her 
victim was such a reaction from his first feeling 
of dismay at her non-appearance that he could have 
thrown up his hat and hoorayed aloud. Whereby 
we fear it is only too obvious that friend Benshaw was 
as big a fool as the general run of his fellow-men. 

"Well, and what do you think of this country, 
Mr. Sellon?" came the inevitable query, as they 
were gathered together after the first fuss and flurry 
of greeting. 

" I think various things, Mrs. Selwood," was the 
ready reply. ''Parts of it are lovely, and parts of 
it are grand, and one gets a fine opportunity of 
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seeing it all during a fortnight's journey behind 
three horses. But other parts, on the other hand, 
and notably the latitudes inhabited by friend Fanning 
here, reminded me forcibly of the Yankee's reply to 
the same question." 

''And what was that?" 

''Why, he was travelling in that awful Karroo 
during a drought, and somebody asked him what 
he thought of the country. 'What do I think of 
your country ? ' says he. ' See here, stranger, if I 
owned a section of your country I guess I'd enclose 
that section well around, and send out for a paint-pot 
and paint it green.' " 

This tickled Selwood amazingly, and he burst into 
a roar. 

"Well, that wouldn't hold good of our part," 
he said when he had recovered. 

"Oh no, no," assented the stranger, hurriedly. 
" Let me clear myself of that charge of heresy with- 
out delay. Words are inadequate to describe the 
beauties of the road as soon as we got into these 
mountains. I'm serious, mind." 

"Well, we must contrive to show you more of 
them," said his hostess. " Are you fond of shooting, 
Mr. Sellon ? " 

" He just is," put in Renshaw. " He kept us in 
game all along the road, and in chronic hot water 
with all the Dutchmen whose places we passed, by 
knocking over springboks under their very windows 
without so much as a 'by your leave.' " 
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"Well, it's better to be the shooter than the 
shootee, eh, Fanning? But that joke'll keep," 
laughed Sellon, aignificantly. 

" We can show yoa plenty of fun in that line here," 
said Christopher. " The mountains are Bwarming 
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CHAPTER X. 

ON THOBNS. 

When Maurice Sellon awoke the next morning it 
took him some little while to remember exactly 
where he was. 

The cool delicious air was wafting in at the open 
window — the murmur of leaves, and the plash of 
running water — the half-rasping, half- whistling call 
of the yellow thrush, and the endless chattering of 
finks — the lowing of cattle, and the deep bass hum 
of Kafir voices — all struck upon his ears as strange 
after the exhausting heat; the treeless, waterless 
wastes, the bumt-up silent plains so destitute 
of bird and animal life, which were the leading 
features of the scene of his late sojourn. Then 
with all the strong animal rejoicing of a mercurial 
temperament combined with a sound constitution, 
he leaped out of bed, and snatching up a towel, 
sallied forth in quest of a convenient place for a 
swim. 

It was early yet, but the household was astir — 
seemed to have been for some time. Sellon spied 
his host in the cattle kraal, giving a supervising eye 
to the milking and other operations therein going 
forward. 

'*Want to swim, eh?" said the latter. '*Well, 
follow that fence a couple of hundred yards till you 
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come to a big tree-fern on the hedge of the bush ; 
turn in there and you'll find a grand hole.'* 

Away went Sellon, looking about him as he walked. 
What a fine place this was, he thought, and what a 
rattling good time of it he was' going to have. The 
shooting must be splendid. It was a lovely morning, 
and the man's spirits rose over the prospect of 
present enjoyment, and a brightening future. And 
there was another cause at work tending to send up 
the mercury, as we shall see anon. 

He had no difficulty in finding the water-hole — a 
fine " reach " of the river about a hundred yards 
by twenty, thickly shaded with overhanging scrub. 
In he went with a header and a splash, and after a 
couple of vigorous swims up and down was just 
coming out when something caught his eye. 

A long rakish narrow object lying along the almost 
horizontal trunk of a half-fallen tree, not more than 
a yard from the ground — so motionless that were it 
not for the scintillation of the eye you could hardly 
have told the creature was alive. The squab, cling- 
ing paws, the hideous crocodile head, the long taper- 
ing tail, seemed all exaggerated in the half-gloom 
of the thick scrub, and in the start which the sight 
inspired in the beholder, 

Sellon stood transfixed, and a cold chill of horror 
and repugnance ran through him. In his newness 
to the country it occurred to him that the river might 
contain a fair population of alligators. Anyway, the 
beast looked hideous and repulsive enough — even 
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formidable. And it lay almost between himself and 
the spot where he had left his clothes. 

Just then he could have sworn he heard a 
smothered splutter of laughter. The reptile must 
have heard it too, for it raised its head to listen. 
Then a crack and a puff of smoke. The creature 
rolled from the trunk, and lay snapping and writhing, 
and making every effort to reach the water. 

'* Stop him, Mr. Sellon. Don't let him get into 
the water," cried a shrill boy's voice, and the youth- 
ful shooter came crashing through the brake, armed 
with a saloon rifle, and followed by another youngster 
about the same age. 

" Stop him ! How am I to stop him, you young 
dog ? " growled Sellon, who was standing up to his 
middle in water. 

But the boys had wrenched up a stout stick, and 
deftly avoiding ahke snapping jaws and lashing tail, 
managed to hold the great lizard on the bank where 
he lay, until his struggles had entirely ceased. 

*'Gave you rather a schrek, didn't it, Mr. Sellon?" 
said the elder of the two, maliciously, with a wink 
at his brother, and there was a broad grin on each 
face that made Sellon long to cuff the pair. For the 
average colonial urchin has scant respect for his 
elders as such ; scantier still if those elders happen 
to be "raw Englishmen." 

*'An ugly brute, anyhow," he answered, wading 
out to look at the carcase. '' What is he, eh ? " 

" Only an iguana^ Mr. Sellon. My ! but he's a 
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big un ; five feet at least, I expect. I don't wonder 
you took him for a crocodile." 

*' Took him for You cheeky young dog, how 

do you know what I took him for ? " 

** Come [now, that's good ! " retorted the urchin, 
unabashed. " My ! Mr. Sellon, but if you could only 
have seen yourself standing there in the water in a 
blue funk ! " and both cubs thereupon burst into 
shrill and undisguised laughter. 

'* I tell you what, youngster, that was an uncom- 
monly good shot of yours," said wily Sellon, on the 
principle of agreeing with his adversary quickly, for 
he guessed the young scamps would presently go 
in full of the story, and equally was conscious of 
having truly been in something of a funk, as they 
had said. " But how did you manage to get it in ? " 

*' Oh, we spotted him long before you did ; Fred 
cut back for the saloon gun while I waited here. My, 
though, but he's about the biggest lygovaan* I've 
ever seen." 

But although by the time they returned home 
Sellon and the boys had become great friends; a 
number of swimming dodges which he taught them 
having in a measure established him in their respect ; 
yet when he appeared at the breakfast-table he found 
the joke public property already. But he was a man 
who could stand chaff — which was fortunate — for he 
was destined to hear enough of it on the subject of 
the iguana episode. 

* Iguana. 

G 
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But he had matters to think of this morning beside 
which the above incident was the merest thistledown 
for triviality; an undertaking on hand, the key to 
wliich lay snug in his pocket in the shape of the 
tiniest of notes; slipped into his hand, deftly and 
surreptitiously, though under everybody's nose, during 
the process of exchanging good-nights the evening 
before. Thus it ran — 

"To-morrow. The garden. Middle of the morn- 
ing. Watch me. — V." 

The barest outline, but sufficient for all purposes. 
It had come, too, just at the right time. He had 
felt nettled, annoyed, sore, at Violet's light-hearted- 
ness. She had treated him as the merest stranger, 
and when she talked to him, had rattled away at the 
veriest commonplaces. All her captivating glances, 
all her dangerous modulations of tones, he had kept 
for Fanning. Fanning it was who had engrossed the 
lion's share of her attention throughout the evening. 
He had mentally cursed Fanning. He could not 
make it out. He began to hate Fanning. Then, 
sore and angry, that tiny bit of paper had come in 
the nick of time, and he had slept soundly and risen 
in the best of spirits, as we have seen. 

Yet as the time drew near his spirits sustained a 
check. That Violet would find her opportunity he 
had no sort of doubt. Let her alone for that. But 
would he be equally fortunate ? 

After breakfast he was taken possession of by his 
host. With accurate instinct he realized that at any 
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rate daring the earlier half of the morning, when the 
ladies were bus; with household details, the presence 
of a man and a stranger whom they would feel more 
than half bound not to neglect, coald be nothing other 
than an unmitigated nuisance. So he submitted to 
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fast on the top of a stone wall, listening to an other- 
wise interesting disquisition from his host upon the 
habits of certain wild game ? Renshaw it was who 
came to the rescue. 

" I expect we are boring Sellon to death, with all 
the ' shop ' we've been talking," he said, noting the 
*' cornered" expression in the latter's face. 

"Not a bit — not in the least," was the hurried 
reply; "quite the contrary. Only — ^the fact is, 
though I don't like owning to it, I'm a trifle headachy 
this morning." 

"Well, you were out rather early, which I dare 
say you're not much used to," said Christopher. 
" Look here, now, Sellon. If you're tired cut off to 
the house and take it easy. You'll find the drawing- 
room cool and quiet, and there's a lot of stuff to read 
in the shelves." 

" WeU, I think I wUl, if you don't mmd." 

"Mind — ^mind? No. Make yourself at home, 
man — make yourself at home. That's what you've 
got to do here," was the hearty reply. 

Now, skirting the way our artful manoeuvrer has 
to travel is a high quince hedge, and in this hedge 
is a gate, and not very far inside this gate is a rustic 
bench, and upon this rustic bench is a cool, tasteful 
dress of light material, surmounted by a very broad- 
brimmed straw hat. There is also upon the said 
bench a book, but it is not altogether lying on it, for 
it is still held by a well-shaped little hand. But for 
the thoroughfare aforesaid the spot is a secluded one, 
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as it certainly is a pleaaant one, and shady withal ; 
thanks to the foliage of the large, well-grown fruit 
trees. Now, what does our manceuvring scamp do 
but steal softly up behind this attractive figure, and 
throw both arms around it. while with eoual want 
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" How did you find me out, Maurice ? How did 
you know where I was ? " 

**Aha, you couldn't hide from me, you see," he 
replied. " No good, was it ? " 

She made no answer. She seemed to be under- 
going a struggle with herself. Then at last — 

** Why did you break through our agreement ? We 
were not to see each other for six months. It is not 
four yet." 

'* Violet ! Do you mean to tell me you are sorry 
I have not kept that boshy arrangement of ours. 
Look me straight in the face and tell me you are — 
if you can." 

He turned her face towards him. The dark soft 
eyes were brimming, the delicate features were work- 
ing with a wild yearning, which its owner was in 
vain striving to suppress. 

"Sorry to see you? Oh, Maurice, my darling, 
I have thought of late I should never see you again," 
she cried, breaking into a storm of sobs as she threw 
herself on his breast. 

And this was the girl who, but a few days before, 
and almost on that very spot, had made an utter 
mock of all that savoured of real feeling. " I almost 
wish it would come true. It would be such a novel 
sensation," had been her words to Marian. Ah, but 
it had come true — and that long before she uttered 
them. Certain it is that none there at Sunningdale 
had ever seen this side of Violet Avory; had ever 
suspected this secret chapter in her history. 
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" Don't cry, little one," said Maurice, soothingly, 
drawing her further within the recesses of the garden, 
and away from the obnoxious quince hedge, which 
might shelter prying eyes. " We are going to have 
such a happy time together now." 
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as together, doing it, too, in the usual blundering 
and clumsy manner. I know it all so well — ^IVe seen 
it so often, and, I may as well add, gone through it/' 

'*That was the reason, was it? Well, you do 
know a thing or two, little one," he said admiringly. 
*'But look here. We must snatch a little time 
together as often as we can. We'll make Selwood 
get up rides and expeditions, and pair off, lose 
ourselves by accident, and all that sort of thing. 
But mind, I can't go on talking to you day after 
day, only as one of a crowd. I can't stand it. We 
must manage somehow." 

^' Do you think I am a bit less anxious to than 
you? But, Maurice darling, do mind what I'm 
going to say. You must be on your guard before 
people, you always were such an awful old blunderer. 
You mustn't go letting slip any ^Violets,' for 
instance, and you're quite as likely to as not." 

^'I'm not going to let one slip at the present 
moment, anyway," he replied with a laugh. ^* And 
so you thought you were never going to see me 
again ? " 

^'Ah, I have sometimes feared so. The agonies 
I have gone through! I know what you are going 
to say — that it was my own doing. I did it to 
test you, Maurice. Six months is not a long time, 
but ah, I have at times thought I should die long 
before it was over ! Day after day, week after week, 
no news, not a word from you, or even of you. And 
every one here thinks I am utterly heartless. I never 
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try to mideceive them; in fact, I rather encourage 
them in the idea." 

No one would have thought so coald they bat 
have Been her there that morning, slowly wending 
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"Oh, that was the most astonishing piece of 
luck that ever came about," he answered. ''You 
had better call it a fatality. I had started to look 
for you in quite the wrong direction, and fell in with 
that queer fellow. Fanning. Came down here with 
him, as you know." 

'* Did Mr. Fanning talk about — er — tell you about 
— me ? " she said hesitatingly. 

Maurice Sellon was not the man to betray poor 
Eenshaw's involuntary and delirious confidences, 
even to Violet herself — at least, not unless some 
strong motive existed for doing so, which at present 
was not the case. So he answered — 

'* Talk about you ? Not he ! He's much too deep 
a dog. He just barely mentioned that you were 
here, which drove me pretty well wild, for it was 
long enough before I could get him to make a 
start, and of course I couldn't let him suspect the 
reason." 

Strict veracity was not one of Sellon's strong 
points. He did not choose to let her into the fact 
that the wild surprise of their meeting in the hall 
on the occasion of his arrival was absolutely and 
impartially mutual. 

''But look here, Violet," he went on. "Talking 
of Fanning, you were almost — well, carrying on 
with him last night. I began to get quite angry. 
You mustn't make a fool of the poor chap — if you 
haven't already, that's to say." 

Violet laughed — her old, heartless, mocking laugh. 
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"Fancy being jealons of Mr. Fanning!" Bhe 
said scornfully. 

"That be hanged!" cried Maurice, gaily. "But, daj- 
Jing, I grudge aeeing you talking too much to any one." 
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a very quick and anxious glance at her companion's 
face^ which at that moment was certainly destitute 
of its normal healthy colour. 

''Benshaw, you have been overdomg it/' she said 
wamingly. "You have come here to be set up, 
not to be made ill again. So luckily it's just dinner- 
time, and we must all go in." 

So the parties fused, and, merged into one, retraced 
their steps towards the house, chatting indifferently. 
But that glance of Marian's had drawn, as it were, 
a curtain from before Violet's eyes. She, too, thought 
she had made a discovery, and she, too, resolved to 
turn it to future account — should the necessity arise. 

''I say, Benshaw," said Sellwood, sotto voce, and 
with a characteristic nudge, as they entered the 
passage a little way behind the rest of the party, 
''that chum of yours is a knowing dog, eh? Miss 
Avory has soon managed to cure his headache. 
Ho— ho— ho ! " 

Thus did everybody combine to turn the steel, 
already sticking deep enough, in this unfortunate 
man's heart. 

Dinner over, the heat of the afternoon was got 
through in delightfully easy and dawdling fashion. 
Christopher Selwood, in a big armchair, sat in a cool 
comer absorbed in the ill-printed columns of the local 
sheet, the Fort Lamport Courier, which set forth how 
brandziekte had broken out in one end of the district, 
and how a heavy hailstorm had peppered the other, 
and how *' our esteemed townsman, Ezekiel Bung, 
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Esquire, the genial landloid of the Flapdoodle Hotel," 
had, " we deeply regret to Bay, fallen off the stoep of 
bis house and injored his leg," the fast being that 
the said Bung, Esquire, had walked straight into 
space while as dmnk as a blind fiddler, and intent 
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"But didn't you say they had a pass?*' said 
Renshaw. 

" Of course they had. But therein lies the cream 
of the whole situation. The pass turns out a forged 
one, cooked up by a mission-station Kafir, and well 
done it was, too. So much for educating the niggers. 
It turns out, too, that the police have discovered these 
chaps' hiding-place, away up among the thick bush 
and caves in Slaagter's Hoek. It was a regular 
vultures' nest, chock full of bones of stolen stock. 
They must have been at it for years. And then to 
think of them marching openly through the country 
on the strength of that forged pass. Let's hope 
they'll get it stiff now they are quodded." 

'* Who's the circuit judge this time ? " asked 
Renshaw. 

'* Van Reneen, I expect. Judge Sherrington was 
round on circuit last time, so we are sure to have the 
other man ; and a good thing, too. Old Sherrington 
loves a black fellow as if he was his father, and lets 
him down about as lightly as he comfortably can, and 
that's very lightly indeed." 

"You are sure to be subpoenaed to give evidence, 
Chris," said Marian, mischievously. 

" Eh ! By Jingo, I never thought of that. I hope 
not, though ! " cried Selwood, in dismay at the 
prospect of an enforced absence from home, involving, 
moreover, two long and tiresome journeys, and 
Heaven knew how many days of kicking up his heels 
in Fort Lamport, in hourly expectation of being 
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called. " Well, likely enough they'll have plenty 
of evidence ■without mine. SelloQ — Benehaw — how 
about a stroll round? it'a turning cool now. But 
we'll do a glass of grog first." 
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life; it is possible that this might eventually have 
come about but for two obstacles — ^Eenshaw's poverty 
and — ^Violet. 

We do not commit ourselves to the assertion that 
Marian was in love with Benshaw. But that, in her 
opinion, he was absolutely faultless, we do freely 
admit, and her remarks upon him to Violet Avory 
earlier in this narrative lifted merely a corner of the 
curtain which veiled her predilection. Wherefore now 
she was mightily exercised on his account. 

He did too much. For instance, what earthly 
necessity was there for him to have turned out so 
early that morning and gone right away up the 
mountain to look for half a dozen wretched sheep 
left out overnight, riding back by the vij-kraal to 
count Umsapu*s flock? Or what business had he 
toiling hard all day yesterday in the broiling sun, 
helping to pack a stone wall for a new " land " which 
was to be laid under cultivation, and he just through 
a return of a deadly malarial fever ? It was too bad 
of Chris to allow it. 

All this and more she took the opportunity of 
putting before Renshaw himself one hot morning as 
the two sat together in a delightfully cool and shady 
comer of the stoep. 

*' It won't kill me yet, Marian," he replied to her 
expostulations. ** But do you seriously think I should 
get back my old form the sooner by just loafing 
around all day doing nothing ? " 

"Yes, I do," she rejoined decisively. "Yes, I do 
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— even though yon put it that way. You do far too 
much." 

"Pooh! Not a bit of it. Why, it's quite a treat 
to bo ablo to do Bomething. Bless my life, on my 
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eaves of the verandah. Great butterflies flitted 
among the sunflowers, but warily and in terror of 
the lurking amantis — ^that arrant hypocrite, so de- 
votional in his attitude, so treacherously voracious in 
his method of seizing and assimilating his prey — and 
a pair of tiny sugar-birds, in their delicate crimson 
and green vests, flashed fearlessly to and fro within 
a couple of yards of Eenshaw*s head, dipping their 
long needle-like bills into the waxen blossoms of the 
fragrant jessamine. 

And here we frankly admit losing patience with 
our friend Kenshaw. Had we been in his place, 
with that exquisitely modulated voice talking to us, 
and fraught with that tender solicitude for our well- 
being, we feel sure we should in our own mind have 
sent a certain outrageous little flirt to the right-about 
then and there, and have dismissed her from our 
thoughts outright. But then, after all, we must 
remember that these two had known each other 
intimately all their lives, had been almost like 
brother and sister, which, we suppose, counts for 
something. 

" Well, I*m taking it easy enough this morning, 
in your sweet society, Marian,'* he rejoined, ''so 
you mustn't be too rough upon me. And — it is 
Paradise." 

*' What is ? My society ? *' 

He laughed. 

"That, of course. Understood. Didn't need 
specifying. But— all this/' with a wave of the arm 
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that caused the sugar-birds to dart away in terror 
and a couple of flashes of sheeny lights a result he 
certainly had not intended. "All this. To lounge 
here at ease like this^ literally bathed in the scent of 
flowers, with a sound of running water in one's ears, 
and of bird life, animal life, every sort of life, after 
the dead, bumt-up, famine-stricken waste, watching 
day after day, month after month, for the rain that 
doesn't come — seeing one's stock snuffing out like 
flies with daily increasing regularity. Bah! It's 
enough to drive a man mad." - 

"Why don't you give it up, Eenshaw? Sell off 
your place and come and try this part? Chris is 
always saying you could do much better somewhere 
down here." 

" And Chris is right. But selling off is easier said 
than done, let me tell you. No one will so much as 
look at land investment up there — and — I'm about 
cleaned out. As soon as I've picked up a little more 
in form I'm off up country again. The interior. It's 
the only thing left." 

Marian's head bent down lower over her work, for 
her eyes were brimming. Eenshaw, busily engaged 
at that moment knocking the ashes out of his pipe 
against the post of the verandah, was half turned 
away from her, and, for good or for ill, the teardrop 
which fell upon her work escaped him altogether. 
When he turned round again she had entirely 
recovered her self-control. 

" If that is your idea, you had better follow my 
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advice and do all you can to get strong again,*' she 
said. '' For you cannot think of launching out into 
an undertaking of that sort for some time to come. 
But — are you going to make another attempt to find 
' The Valley ' ? " 

Benshaw nodded. 

" That's it !" he said. " By the way, you haven't 
let drop anything about it to any one, Marian." 

She felt hurt. 

'' I should have thought you knew me better than 
that. Ah, I see. Only a woman, after all 1 " she 
added, with a smile. ^'That's what you were 
thinking?'' 

"No. It came out instinctively. You must for- 
give me, Marian. I really believe I'm half crazed 
on the subject of that confoundedly elusive Gol- 
conda. Well, we shall find it this time." 

''We?" 

''Yes. I'm going to cut Sellon into the scheme. 
It's an undertaking that'll carry two. Besides, he's 
a good fellow, and I owe him a turn for pulling me 
through that fever." 

"I'm sorry to tread upon your quixotic suscepti- 
bilities,* Benshaw," said Marian, after a brief pause, 
"but if you were not as astoundingly unselfish as 
most of us are the other way, it might strike you 
that if Mr. Sellon has done you one good turn, you 
have done him several. If he saved your life by 
nursing you through that fever, as you say— though 
it is by no means certain you would not have pulled 
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through it without him — ^you have saved his on 
another occasion. Where would he have been with 
that snake crawling over him, for instance? — 
Ugh ! " 

"I say, Marian. It isn't like you to be so 
ungenerous," was the astonished reply. ''Wasn't 
it awfully good of the chap to stick there in my hovel 
all those weeks, boring himself to death just for the 
sake of looking after me ? Come now ! " 

" Where would he have been if your ' hovel ' had 
not come so opportunely in sight when he was lost 
in the veldt, exhausted and without food or water ? " 
came the calm, ready rejoinder. 

" Oh, I say, come now. We can't count that. It 
wouldn't be fair. But — ^look here, Marian. You 
don't like Sellon ? Now, why not ? " 

" There you're wrong," she answered after a pause. 
"Within the ordinary meaning of the word, I do 
'like' him. I think him a very pleasant, well- 
informed man, and good company. But he is not a 
man I should trust." 

"Not, eh? But, in the name of all conscience, 
why not ? " 

"That I can't tell you, Eenshaw. I don't quite 
know myself, except that somehow or other he doesn't 
seem to ring true. It's a question of ear, like a false 
note. There, though, this is shameful. Here I am 
taking away a person's character in the most reck- 
less way, with nothing more definite to go upon but 
my woman's instinct. I wouldn't mention such a 
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thing to any one else in the world — not even to Chris 
or Hilda. But I always did make a father-confessor 
of you/' she added^ with a smile. 

" And I hope you always will. Still, Marian, with 
all due deference to your woman's instinct, it's just 
on the cards it may in this instance be erroneous." 

"Perhaps so. I hope so. I mean it sincerely, 
not ironically. But, Renshaw — how much do you 
know of this Mr. Sellon ? Who is he ? " 

*'Well, the fact is, I don't know much— beyond 
that he's knocking around here on the look-out for 
anything that may turn up trumps — like a good 
many of us. He's a man who seems to have seen a 
good deal of the world— and, as you say, he's good 
company. Seems well bred, too." 

"Oh yes," acquiesced Marian, half absently. 
"But we had better forget that I ventured an un- 
favourable opinion on him." And as at that moment 
they were invaded by twelve-year-old Effie, the sub- 
ject perforce dropped. 

" Is Violet inside, Effie?" asked Marian. 

"Inside? Not she. Not when somebody else is 
outside. She's spooning away somewhere — as usual." 

"That's a nice way for little girls to talk," said 
Marion, severely. 

"Well, so she is," went on Precocity, with the 
abominable straightforwardness of her tender years. 
"Wasn't it always too hot to move, if any one sug- 
gested going out in the morning, until 'somebody' 
came ? Now— ahem ! " 
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"You're talking nonsense, you naughty child," 
said Marian, angrily. "In fact, yoa don't know 
yourself what you're talking about." 
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keep well in with Marian, yet it was characteristic of 
her that she could not refrain from launching such 
a shaft as this — ^no, not even though her life depended 
on it. 

And to her quick eye it seemed that there was 
ever so faint an indication that the bolt had struck 
home. 



CHAPTEE XIII. 

A TALE OF BLOOD. 

The town of Port Lamport was picturesquely situated 
on a wide bend of the Umtirara Biver. It contained 
a population of about fifteen hundred — whites, that 
is — and was the seat of magistracy for the surround- 
ing district. 

In former times Port Lamport had been one of 
the more important of a chain of military posts 
extending along what was then the Kafir frontier, 
but after a series of long and harassing wars, result- 
ing in the removal of those troublesome neighbours 
further eastward, Fort Lamport, in common with 
other military posts, was abandoned as such. A 
town, however, had sprung up around it, and this, 
as a centre of commerce, and also of native trade — 
for there were still large native locations in the 
surrounding district — ^throve apace. 

It was not much of a place to look at ; and in its 
main features differed little, if at all, from any other 
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up-country township. The houses, mostly one- 
storied, were all squat and ugly. There were half 
a dozen churches and chapels, also squat and ugly. 
There were several hotels, and four or five native 
canteens. There were the public offices and gaol, 
these being the old fort buildings, converted to that 
use. There were the usual half-dozen streets — long, 
straggling, and very dusty — and the usual market 
square, also very dusty; the average number of 
general stores — dealing in anything, from a pianoforte 
to a pot of blacking — and the average number of 
waggons and spans of oxen standing half the day in 
front of them. As for the good citizens — ^well, of 
course, they considered their town the foremost in 
the Colony, and, on the whole, were not much more 
given to strife and litigation among themselves than 
the inhabitants of a small community generally are. 

But if the town itself was unattractive, its environ- 
ment was not, with its background of rounded hills, 
their slopes covered with dense forest, while above 
and beyond rose the higher peaks of the Umiirara 
range. 

In the smoking-room of one of the hotels above 
mentioned lounged Benshaw Fanning. It was the 
hot and drowsy hour immediately succeeding luncheon, 
and he was nodding over the Fort Lamport Courier , 
a typical sheet, which managed to supply news to its 
constituent world a week or so after the said news 
had become public property through other mediums. 

Small wonder, then, that Benshaw felt drowsy, 
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and that the paper should slip from his relaxing 
grasp. Instinctively he made a clutch at it, and the 
action roused him. His eye fell upon a paragraph 
which he had overlooked — 

"Horrible Murder by Escaped Convicts." 

With the fascination which a sensational subject 
never altogether fails to inspire, drowsy as he felt, 
he ran his eye down the paragraph. 

*' No less than seven desperadoes succeeded in 
making their escape from the Eowie convict station 
last Monday under circumstances of considerable 
daring. While the gang was on its way to the scene 
of its labours in charge of one white and two native 
constables armed with loaded rifles, these scoundrels, 
evidently acting in concert, managed to overpower 
and disarm their guardians at one stroke. Leaving 
the latter terribly beaten about the head, and half 
dead, and taking their rifles and cartridges, they 
made off into the bush. The remainder of the gang, 
though they rendered no assistance, seemed not eager 
to re-taste the sweets of liberty, for instead of follow- 
ing the example of their comrades they returned 
quietly to the town and reported the incident. Next 
morning early, the runaways visited an outlying vij- 
kraal belonging to a Dutch farmer named Van Wyk, 
and there perpetrated a peculiarly atrocious murder. 
The vij-kraal was in charge of a Hottentot herd, who, 
hearing a noise in the kraal, ran out of his hut just 
as the scoundrels were making off with two sheep. 
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He gave chase, when suddenly, and without any 
warning, one of them turned round and shot him 
through the chest. The whole gang then returned, 
dragged out the unfortunate man's wife and three 
children, and deliberately butchered them one after 
the other in cold blood. The bodies were found 
during the day by the owner of the place, who came 
upon them quite unexpectedly. They were lying side 
by side, with their throats cut from ear to ear ; and he 
describes it as the most horrible and sickening sight 
he ever beheld. The herd himself, though mortally 
wounded, had lived long enough to make a statement, 
which places the identity of the atrocious miscreants 
beyond all doubt. It may interest our readers to 
learn that among the runaways were the two Kafirs, 
Muntiwa and Booi, who were tried at the Circuit 
Court recently held here, and sentenced to seven 
years' hard labour each for stock-stealing. The rest 
were Hottentots and Bastards. [Half-bloods are 
thus termed in Cape Colony parlance.] At the same 
time we feel it a duty to warn our readers, and 
especially those occupying isolated farms in the 
Umtirara range, to keep a sharp look-out, as it is 
by no means unlikely that these two scoundrels may 
hark back to their old retreat, and with their gang 
perhaps do considerable mischief before they are 
finally run to earth." 

Not one atom of drowsiness in Benshaw now. 
The sting of the above paragraph, like that of the 
scorpion, lay in the tail. His blood ran cold. 
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Heavens ! That household of unprotected women ! 
For Christopher Sellwood was away from home on 
a week's absence^ visiting a distant property of his, 
and Sellon, by way of a change and seeing the country, 
had accompanied him. Benshaw himself had ridden 
into Fort Lamport the previous day on urgent 
business of his own — nothing less than to interview 
a possible purchaser of his far-away desert farm. 
Under ordinary circumstances, it was no uncommon 
thing to leave the household without male protection 
for a day or two, or even longer. But now— good 
heavens ! 

He glanced at the date of the newspaper. There 
should be a later one, he said to himself. Feverishly 
he hunted about for it, trying to hope that it might 
contain intelligence of the recapture of the runaways. 
Ah, there it was! With trembling hands he tore 
open the double sheet, and glanced down the columns. 

"The Escaped Convicts. 

'*Our surmise has proved correct. The runaways 
have taken refuge in the Umtirara range, from whose 
dense and rugged fastnesses they will, we fear, long be 
able to defy the best efforts of the wholly inadequate 
police force at present at the disposal of the district. 
They entered a farmer's house on the lower drift, 
yesterday, during the owner's absence, and by dint 
of threats induced his wife and daughters to give 
them up all the firearms in the house. They got 
possession of two guns and a revolver, and a quantity 
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of BmmTinition, and decamped in the direction of 
the mountains. It is a mercy they did not maltreat 
the inmates." 

The cold perspiration started forth in beads upon 
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kloof lay a Boer homestead^ about a mile distant. 
Should he turn off to it and try and borrow a weapon, 
or, at any rate, a fresh horse, and warn the inmates ? 
Prudence answered No. Two miles out of his road, 
delay in the middle, and all on the purest chance. 
On, on ! 



CHAPTER XIV. 

AGAINST TIME. 

By sundown Benshaw was in the heart of the 
mountains. And now, as his steed's gait warned 
him, it was time to off-saddle again. The river 
lay below, about a hundred yards from the road. 
Dismounting, he led his horse down through the 
thick bush, and removing the saddle, but not the 
bridle, which latter he held in his hand, allowed 
the animal to graze and get somewhat cooler before 
drinking. Then, saddling up again, he regained 
the road. 

The latter was in most parts very bad, as it wound 
its rugged length through a savage and desolate poort 
or defile, which in itself was one long ambuscade, 
for thick bush grew up to the very roadside, in places 
overhanging it. The sun had set, but a lurid after- 
glow was still reflected upon the iron face of a tall 
krantz, which, rising from the steep forest- clad slope, 
cleft the sky. Great baboons, squatted on high 
among the rocks, sent forth their deep-chested, far- 
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sounding bark, in half-startled, half-angry recognition 
of the presence of their natural enemy — man ; and, 
wheeling above the tree-tope, ascending higher and 
higher in airy circles to their roost among the crags. 
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river must be crossed here. The drift was a bad one 
in the daytime^ at night a dangerous one. But the 
latter consideration, far from daunting him, rather 
tended to brace Benshaw's nerves. Warily he urged 
his horse on. 

The water was up to the saddle-flaps — ^then a step 
deeper. The horse, now almost swimming, snorted 
wildly as the roaring whirling flood creamed around 
him in the starlight. But the rider kept him well by 
the head, and in a trice he emerged panting and 
dripping on the other side. 

Suddenly in front from the bush fringing the road 
there flashed forth a faint spark, as of a man blowing 
on a burnt stick to light his pipe. All Benshaw's 
coolness returned, and gathering up his reins, he 
prepared to make a dash for it. Then the spark 

floated straight towards him, and he laughed at 

his fears. It was only a firefly. On still. He would 
soon be there now. Another drift in the river — 
splash — splash — out again — still onward. 

Suddenly the horse pricked forward his ears and 
began to snort uneasily. Now for it ! Still it might 
be only a leopard or a snake. But all doubt was 
speedily nipped in the bud by a harsh voice, in Dutch, 
calling upon him to stop. 

Peering forward into the darkness, he made out two 
figures — one tall, the other short. They were about 
a dozen yards in front, and were standing in the 
middle of the road as though to bar his passage. 
There was no leaving the road, by reason of the busl\ 
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which lined it on either side in a denBe, impenetrable 
thicket. 

This vas by no means Benshaw Fanning's first 
experience of more or less deadly peril, as we have 
already shown, and his nnsworying coolness under 
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and tried to hang baobi he would have been trampled 
underfoot. 

Again Benshaw did the best thing he could. 
Mastering a desire to turn and brain the ruffian 
before he could rise^ he rammed the spurs into his 
horse's flanks and set off down the road at a hard 
gallop; not, however, before he was able to recog- 
nize in his assailants a Hottentot and a Bastard. 
Luckily, too, for three more flashes belched forth 
from the hillside a little way above the scene of the 
conflict, but the bullets came nowhere near him. 
Then upon the still silence of the night he could 
hear other and deeper tones mingling with the harsh 
chatter of his late assailants. There was no mis- 
taking those tones. They issued from Kafir lips. 
He had walked into the very midst of the cut-throat 
gang itself — had come right through it. 

Then the question arose in his mind, would they 
pursue him? He was certain they had no horses, 
but he had still about four miles to go, and his own 
steed was beginning to show signs of distress. The 
fleet-footed barbarians could travel almost as fast on 
two legs as he could on four. They might pursue 
him under cover of the bush and converge upon his 
line of flight at any moment. And then his heart 
sank within him as he thought of a certain steep 
and very stony hill which still lay between him and 
his journey's end. 

How his ears were strained ; how every faculty was 
on the alert to almost agonizing pitch as, peering 
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back into the silence of the gloom, he strove to catch 
the faintest sound which should tell of pursuit. 

" Up, old horse ! Nearly home now ! " 

The dreaded hill was reached. Minutes seemed 
hours to the rider, till at length its crest was gained. 
Then far below in front there twinkled forth a light, 
and then another. The sight sent a surging rush of 
relief through Kenshaw's heart. 

^^ Thanks be to God and all the blessed and glorious 
company of heaven," he murmured reverently, 
raising his hat. 

For he knew that those lighted windows would not 
have shone so peacefully had any red horrific tragedy 
been there enacted. 

He was yet in time. 



CHAPTEE XV. 

THE MIDNIGHT FOB. 

*'Why, it's Eenshaw!" cried Mrs. Selwood, who, 
hearing the sound of hoofs mingling with the barking 
of the dogs, had come to the door. *'We didn't 
expect you till to-morrow. Well, you're just in time. 
A few minutes more and we should all have gone 
to bed. Call Windvogel to take your horse, and 
come in." 

"I'll let him run; he's about done up," he 
answered, removing saddle^ bridle, and headstall^ 
and turning the animal adrift. 
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" Has your business fallen through ? " she asked, 
as he followed her into the passage and closed the 

door. 

" It has had to stand over. Come in here, Hilda " 
— leading the way into an empty room. *'I have 
something to tell you. No — never mind the light. 
The fewer lights shown the better." 

Then in as few words as possible he told her of the 
danger which hovered over them. 

Hilda Selwood came of a good old colonial stock, 
and was not lacking in nerve. Still she would not 
have been a woman had she realized the frightful 
peril which threatened herself and her children 
without a shudder. 

" We must do what we can, Benshaw," she said. 
" Perhaps they will not attack us." 

" * Perhaps * is a sorry word to start campaigning 
upon. What we've got to do is to ensure them as 
warm a reception as possible if they do. My opinion 
is that they will, if only that they seem to have been 
watching the road. I believe they have ascertained 
by some means or other that Chris is away. What 
people have you on the place just now ?" 

** Very few. There's Windvogel and old Jacob and 
Gomfana. That's all." 

** Windvogel I don't trust. Shouldn't wonder, 
indeed, if the yellow scoundrel was in league with 
them. Old Jacob has more than one foot in the 
grave — he's no good. But Gomfana, though he 
couldn't hit a haystack with a gun, might make 



4 
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useful play with a chopper if it came to close 
quarters. And now, look here," he went on, after 
n. moment's hesitation ; " the situation may be 
desperate. These seven cut-throats are fighting 
^ith a noose round their neeks. Every one of their 
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shan't do badly. And now you had better break 
the news to Marian and Miss Avory^ while I slip 
down to the hut to rout out Qomfana. And lose 
no time barricading the windows. Mattresses are 
the thing for that —almost bullet-proof.'* 

Arming himself with a gun and revolyer, Benshaw 
slipped out quietly, and made his way to the huts. 
Gomfana, like most natives, slept heavily, and took 
a deal of waking; and by the time the situation was 
brought home to his obtuse brain some minutes had 
been lost. He was a sturdy youngster of about 
twenty — a "raw" Kafir — ^that is to say, one who 
had never been out of his native kraal, and was 
stupid and ignorant of European ways. But at the 
prospect of a fight he grinned and brightened up. 

Just as they regained the house a glow suffused 
the sky against the mountain-top, and a few minutes 
later a broad half-moon was sailing high in the 
heavens. Benshaw hailed its appearance with un- 
bounded satisfaction. 

The two girls had already lit their candles for 
bed when Mrs. Selwood brought the unwelcome news, 
judiciously omitting the ghastly tragedy, which could 
only horrify without encouraging the hearers. Their 
method of receiving it was as divergent as their 
characters. Marian, though she slightly changed 
colour, remained perfectly cool and collected. Violet, 
on the other hand, turned white as a sheet, and 
fairly shook with terror. It was all they could do to 
keep her from going into wild hysterics. 
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'* This sort of thing won't do at all, Miss Avory/* 
said Benshaw^ entering at that moment; his sable 
recruit hanging back in the doorway. *'Why, all 
you've got to do is to lie down and go to sleep in 
perfect safety. K we exchange a shot or two that's 
all it will amount to. Come, now, I should have 
thought you would have enjoyed the excitement of a 
real adventure." 

Violet tried to smile, but it was the mere ghost of 
a smile. She still shivered and shook. And Benshaw 
himself seemed changed. None of the diffident lover 
about him now. He seemed in his element at the 
prospect of peril. In the midst of her fears Violet 
remembered Marian's eulogies on his coolness and 
resource in an emergency. The recollection quieted 
her, and she looked upon him with unbounded 
respect. Then she noted Marian's calm and resolute 
demeanour, and even fancied that the look of the 
latter was expressive of something like contempt — 
wherein she was mistaken, but the idea acted as a 
tonic to brace her nerves. 

Having seen to the firearms and ammunition, and 
cautioned the women to remain where they were and 
allow no more light to be seen than they could help, 
Benshaw went the round of the house. Effie and the 
two little ones were sleeping soundly, so also were the 
two boys. Opening the door, he looked cautiously 
out. All was still. 

He had decided that the four comer rooms should 
be the points of defence, and the windows accordingly 
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were not barrioadecL The others were rendered 
secure by fixing against each a couple of mattresses. 
Then he went back to the ladies. 

The house was now all in darkness, but the moon- 
light streaming in above the protecting mattresses 
gave sufficient light for all purposes. 

'* Now, good people," he said cheerily, " you may 
all go to bed. I'll call you when I want you. I*m 
going to watch at one comer, and Gomfana will take 
the other. There'll be no catching us napping. 
Besides, the dogs will raise the most awful shillaloo 
if any one heaves in sight." 

Shakedowns had been improvised on the floor with 
rugs and pillows. In great measure reassured by 
Marian's unconcern, Yiolet consented to lie down. 
Mrs. Selwood betook herself to her children's room. 

The moon mounted higher and higher to the zenith, 
flooding the land with an eerie and chastened half- 
light. The monotonous chirrup of the tree-frog, the 
shrill baying of a pair of hunting jackals, the occa- 
sional cry of a nightbird mournfully echoing from the 
mountain side, floated to the watcher's ear. Unre- 
mitting in his vigilance, Benshaw moved silently 
from room to room, his unerring eye scanning the 
ground at every point, and keeping his sable lieu- 
tenant up to the mark, lest that worthy should be 
tempted to doze. But Gomfana, who was armed 
with an axe and some assegais taken from a wall 
trophy, was rather thirsting for the encounter than 
otherwise. 
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Some hnndred and fifty yards from the main 
dwelling was a large outhouse block, comprising 
Btables, waggon shed, shearing houee, etc. On this 
point Benshaw's attention was mainly concentrated. 
He felt sure that the miscreants would take advantage 



1 
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" They're all asleep now, even Violet. Look, I've 
brought you some sandwiches. You hardly ate any- 
thing when you came in. You set to work upon them 
at once, and I'll mount sentry while you are having 
supper." 

" How good of you ! " he said, taking the plate from 
her, and also the glass of brandy-and-water which she 
had mixed for him. " Why, what have you there ? 
A shooting iron ? " 

"Of course. You don't suppose I was going to 
leave my gun behind when we are in a state of siege, 
do you ? " 

She carried a double-barrelled breech-loader — rifle 
and shot cartridge — and there was a warrior flash in 
her eyes visible in the moonlight, which told that she 
meant to use it, too, if occasion required. 

'* It is very lonely for you, watching all by your- 
self," she continued. " I thought I would come and 
keep you company." 

** So like you again. But look here, Marian dear. 
You must not be exposed to danger. Single-handed 
I can make such an. example of the schepseU that 
they'll probably turn and run. Still, they might 
let fly a shot or two. You will go back to the 
others if I ask you — will you not ? " 

Her heart thrilled tumultuously within her. In 
the darkness she need be at no pains to conceal the 
tell-tale expression of her face. Ah, but — his tones, 
though affectionate, were merely brotherly. That 
might be, but still, whatever peril he might undergo, 
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it shottld be her privilege to ehaie it — her eveet 
privilege — and ehe woold share it. 

"No; I will not," she answered decisively. "I 
can be as cool as any one living, man or woman. 
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baying savagely, they started off in fall charge in 
the direction of the dark line of shade thrown by the 
willows fringing the dam, and on the opposite side 
to that watched by Benshaw and his companion. 

'^ Marian, just go to the other side and look if you 
can see anything. You won't, I know, but still there's 
no harm in making sure." 

She obeyed. From that side of the house nothing 
was visible except a long stretch of sickly moonlight 
and the line of trees. But the dogs had disappeared 
within the shade of the latter and were raising a 
clamour that was truly infernal. They seemed to 
be holding something or somebody in check. Then 
she returned to her former post. 

"There's nothing there," she said, "at present. 
Ah!" 

Three shadowy figures were flitting round the 
angle of the outhouse block above mentioned. They 
gained the shade thrown by the front of it — crouched 
and waited. 

"Here they are," whispered Benshaw, under his 
breath. " I was up to that dodge. One fellow was 
told off to draw off the dogs, while these jokers 
sneaked up in the opposite direction. Look — here 
come the rest." 

Two more figures followed the first — ^then another. 
All were now crouching in the shadow of the out- 
houses. Still the yelling clamour of the dogs 
sounded distant on the other side, kept up with 
unabated fury. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

CATCHINO A T4BTAB. 
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moonlight^ cruel, ape-like ; his eyes rolling in eager, 
ferocious expectation of the sanguinary orgy which 
awaited. The other three were half-bloods. Five 
of them carried guns, the sixth a pistol. Again 
Benshaw had done the very best thing he could, in 
shaping the plan we have heard him lay down. 

On they came. Once the leader raised his hand, 
and all stopped, listening intently. The wild 
clamour of the dogs still arose in the distance. 
Beassured, the scoundrels advanced, swiftly, noise- 
lessly. Seventy — sixty — fifty — forty yards. 

" Beady, Marian ! Take the third fellow. Now ! *' 

Crash ! Crash ! 

The double report bellowed forth into the mid- 
night stillness. Mingling with it came a horrid 
scream. Marian's aim had been true and deadly. 
The leader of the gang, a stalwart Eafir — had made 
one leap into the air and had fallen forward on his 
face. He lay motionless. Again Benshaw drew 
trigger, bringing a third man to the grass, his knee- 
bone shattered. 

Then the unexpected took place. Instead of 
seeking safety in headlong flight, as the defenders 
had reckoned, the surviving three rushed madly 
round to the other side of the house, a bullet from 
Benshaw's six-shooter failing to stop them. 

" Stay here, Marian,*' whispered the latter hur- 
riedly. *' Draw on the first fellow who shows him- 
self." And in a trice ^he was round to meet the new 
attack. 
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What was this? No sign of the enemy. Had 
they fled ? 

Suddenly a crash of glass — a scuffle and a torrent 
of Dutch curses. Quickly the position stood revealed. 

There stood Gomfana, holding on to a human 
figure which was half in and half out of the window 
— ^head and shoulders through the shattered sash. 
He had got the fellow firmly by the neck with one 
hand, while with the other he was striving all he 
knew to drag him in by his clothing. But the 
villain — a stalwart half-breed — ^was almost too much 
for the sturdy young Kafir. The latter would have 
assegaied him in a moment had he owned three 
hands. Having but two, however, and these two 
being required to hold on to his enemy, it was out of 
the question — ^but hold on he did. 

*' Stop struggling or 1*11 shoot you dead ! " said 
Eenshaw, in Dutch, placing the muzzle of his pistol 
against the man's body. The fellow, thoroughly 
cowed, obeyed, and Gomfana, with a final effort, 
hauled him bodily into the room amid a terrific 
shatter of falling glass. 

" What on earth's the row, Uncle Eenshaw? " said 
a boy's voice. 

** Fred, cut away and find a reim.'* Eope is little 
used in South Africa, its place being supplied by raw 
hide-thongs termed as above. ** Sharp's the word — 
mind." 

In a twinkling the youngster was back with the 
required article, and almost as quickly Eenshaw's 
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ready hand had strapped up the midnight robber so 
that the latter could not move a limb. Now^ all this 
had happened in far less time than it has taken to 
narrate. 

But there were still two of the scoundrels un- 
accounted for. That they had not fled Eenshaw was 
certain. And now the dogs, hearing the firing and 
shouting, and judging the bulk of the fun lay in that 
direction, abandoned their mysterious quarry and 
came tearing up open-mouthed. Then the secret 
stood explained. The remaining two were crouching 
beneath some rockwork at one comer of the verandah, 
presumably following the tactics of the large veldt- 
spider who when suddenly surprised is apt to run 
straight in upon the intruder, judging, rightly in the 
main, that in this position the latter will not be able 
to crush him. 

" Throw down your arms or you are dead men ! " 
cried Eenshaw, covering the pair with his barrels. 

The fellows, who had just emptied their guns — 
with small effect, however — among the snarling, 
leaping, savage pack which had at once assailed 
them, did not hesitate a moment. They were the 
least desperate of the gang, and the fearful execution 
done among their comrades had struck wholesome 
terror into themselves. Begging piteously for mercy, - 
they shambled forth and submitted to being duly 
secured. 

No sooner was this effected than a sharp report 
rang out in the room where Marian had been posted. 
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Promptly gaining the spot^ Benshaw found that the 
shot had not been fired by her, but by small Basil 
Selwood. 

" Why, what are you blazing at, Basil ? Those 
chaps are safely winged, if they're not dead." 

**Are they? That black chap was trying to cut 
away on two hands and a leg," answered the young- 
ster. **I thought I'd stop that. But I didn't hit 
him," he added candidly. 

'' I must go and see to them. You and Fred must 
mount guard oyer the prisoners, and send Gomfana 
to me." 

Accompanied by the young Kafir, Benshaw sallied 
forth. The dogs had already pounced upon the 
wounded Bushman, and in another minute would 
have worried him to death. Game to the last, how- 
ever, the ferocious ruffian had fired among them, 
killing one, and but for the fact that his gun was 
empty would have fired upon his human rescuers. 
Investigation showed that he was badly wounded in 
both legs, notwithstanding which, well knowing the 
desperate hardihood of the race, Benshaw deemed 
it necessary to bind his hands. The other wounded 
man, a Eafir, had also a broken leg. He, however, 
realizing how thoroughly the odds were against him, 
submitted sullenly to the inevitable. The sixth and 
last, he who had led the gang, was stone dead, shot 
through the heart. Benshaw turned the body over. 
The empty eye-socket and the brutal pock-marked 
features seemed distorted in a fiend-like leer beneath 

K 
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the moonlight. Benshaw had no difficulty in recog- 
nizing the description of the Kafir, Muntiwa. 

Meanwhile, how had the non-combatants been 
faring? Mrs. Selwood, having armed herself with a 
double gun, had retired to her children's room, re- 
solved that her post was there. She had taken 
Violet with her, and the latter had fallen into a fit 
of terror that was simply uncontrollable. The crash 
of the firearms, the dread lull intervening, the sub- 
dued anxious voices of the defenders, the terrible 
suspense, had all been too much for her ; nor could 
the reassurances of her hostess, or even the example 
of pluck shown by the child Effie, avail to allay her 
fears. Finally, she went oflf into a dead swoon. 

As for the two youngsters, Fred and Basil, the 
prevailing idea in their minds was one of unqualified 
disgust at not having been allowed to take part in 
the fight from the very beginning. 

** Why didn't you call us, Uncle Benshaw ? " was 
their continual cry. "We'd have knocked fits out of 
those schelms. Wouldn't we just ! " 
; **You bloodthirsty young ruffians! You have 
plenty of time before you for that sort of thing, and 
you'll have plenty of opportunities for getting and 
giving hard knocks by the time you get to my age," 
he would reply good-humouredly. But the young- 
sters only shook their heads with expressions of the 
most intense disappointment and disgust. 

Not much sleep for the household during the re- 
mainder of that night. Benshaw found his time an4 
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his vigilance fally occupied in attending to the 
security of his prisoners, and doing what he could 
for the wounded. The fellows, for their part, were 
disposed to accept the inevitable, and make the best 
of the situation. They were bound to be hanged 
anyhow, though in his secret heart each man hoped 
that his life might be spared. Meanwhile, it was 
better to enjoy good rations than bad ones, and to 
that end it was as well to conciliate the Baa% ; and 
Benshaw had no difficulty, accordingly, in getting at 
the story of the attack. 

Of course, each swore he was not the instigator ; of 
course, each laid the blame on the dead man, Mun- 
tiwa. He was the prime mover in the enterprise. 
He had a grudge against the Baa% who lived there, 
and as they all stood and fell together they had been 
obliged to help him in his scheme of plunder. Of 
course, too, each and all were ready to swear that 
plunder was their only object. They would not have 
harmed anybody, not they ; no, not for all the world. 
Thus the three half-breeds. But Booi, the Kafir, 
volunteered no statement whatever, and Klaas Baart- 
man, the Bushman Hottentot, savagely declared that 
he had intended to cut the throat of every woman 
and child on the place. The seventh of the gang, 
who was still at large, having no firearm, had been 
posted under the willows to draw oflf the dogs — even 
as Benshaw had conjectured. 

Asked whether they knew the Baa% of the place was 
absent, they replied that one of them had been 
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watching and had seen unmistakable signs that this 
was the case. The rest of the gang had watched the 
main road, and when Benshaw had passed they had 
intended to let him go by unmolested, so as to render 
more complete their projected surprise, and would 
have, but for the indiscretion of one of their number 
— of course the man who had not been captured. 

In the morning, opportunely enough, a posse of 
Mounted Police arrived — a sergeant and three troopers. 
They had been patrolling the mountains on the look- 
out for this yery gang, and had fallen in with some 
natives who declared they had heard distant firing 
in the direction of Sunningdale. Thither therefore 
they had ridden with all possible speed. 

** Well, Mr. Fanning — I wish I had had your luck 
— that's all," said the sergeant — while doing soldier's 
justice to the succulent breakfast set before them. 
"You've captured the whole gang, single-handed, 
all but one, that is, and we are sure to have him 
soon." 

" I wish you had, sergeant, if it would hurry on 
your sub-inspectorship," said Renshaw, heartily — 
**But I must take exception to your word * single- 
handed.' I don't know what I should have done 
without Miss Selwood." 

Whereat the sergeant, who, like many another 
man serving in the Mounted Police in those days, 
was a gentleman by birth, and who moreover had 
been casting many an admiring glance at Marian, 
turned to the latter with the most gracefully worded 



CATCHING A TARTAR. 133 

compliment he could muster. But, Marian herself 
was somewhat unresponsive. She could shoot people, 
if put to it, but her preferences were all the other 
way. As it was she was heartily thankful she had not 
killed the man, and that his wounds were not mortal. 

" I'm afraid he'll only recover for Jack Ketch, then. 
Miss Selwood,*' rejoined the sergeant. " They're all 
booked for the * drop,' to a dead certainty, for that 
other affair. What ? Hadn't you heard of it ? " 

And then came out the story of the wholesale 
butchery in which these miscreants had been con- 
cerned. There was no difficulty whatever as to pro- 
viding their identity. The Government rifles, stolen 
from the convict guards when these were over- 
powered, spoke for themselves. And with the horror 
of the recital vanished the reactionary glow of pity 
which had begun to agitate the feminine breast on 
behalf of the prisoners. Hanging was too good for 
such a set of fiends. 

Breakfast over, the police troopers set out with 
their prisoners, handcuffed, and extra well secured 
with reims; for the bush bordering the road was 
thick, as we have seen, and the men in desperate 
case. The two wounded ruffians were left behind 
until such time as they should be in a condition 
to travel — to recover, as the police sergeant had 
truly put it, for Jack Ketch ; and the dead body of 
Muntiwa was taken to a distance, and built up in a 
kind of impromptu morgue of stones to protect it 
against wild animals and carrion birds. For the 
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district surgeon would haye to make a post-mortem, 
and a report, as by law required ; a duty which that 
functionary might, or might not, hurry himself to fulfil. 
We may as well anticipate a few months, and 
finally dismiss the surviving scoundrels from our 
narrative. The wounded ones being sufficiently con- 
valescent, the whole lot — for the man who escaped at 
Sunningdale was eventually taken — ^were put upon 
their trial for the murder of the Hottentot family. 
Two were accepted as Queen's evidence, and their 
testimony, as confirmed by the murdered man's 
dying deposition, established that Muntiwa and Klaas 
Baartman, the Bushman Hottentot, were the prin- 
cipal actors in the diabolical business — ^though there 
was not much difference in degree between the guilt 
of any of them, except that Booi, the other Eafir, 
had endeavoured strenuously to dissuade his fellow- 
scoundrels from the murder of the woman and 
children. Accordingly, the two men who had ^aved 
their lives by turning Queen's evidence, were put 
back to take their trial for escaping from durance, 
and further acts of robbery committed or attempted, 
including their attack upon Sunningdale; while the 
remaining four were sentenced to death. Which 
sentence was carried out in the town of the district 
wherein the murder had taken place, and the cut- 
throats were duly hanged — all except the Kafir, Booi, 
that is, who being recommended to mercy on the 
consideration above given, his capital sentence was 
commuted to one of hard labour for life. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

AFTEB THE STOBM. 

Several days went by before things at Sunningdale 
settled down into their normal calm. The excitement 
of the night attack had left its mark upon all con- 
cerned ; moreover, the presence of the two prisoners 
was productive of an uneasy feeling among the 
weaker members of the household, for apart from it 
being a continual reminder of a scene they would 
fain forget, there was always a haunting fear lest the 
desperate scoundrels might once more effect their 
escape. To Violet especially did this apply, and she 
would wake in the night screaming wildly, and 
declaring she could see the savage faces of the 
prisoners glaring in at the window. In fact, for 
some days she lay in a complete state of nervous 
prostration. 

A policeman had been sent out from Port Lamport 
at Benshaw's request, to take charge of the two 
convicts. Their wounds had been attended to by 
the district surgeon. Those received by the Bush- 
man were of a shocking nature, and would probably 
have proved fatal to a white man, while it was found 
necessary to amputate the Kafir's leg. The rope, 
however, was not to be cheated of its prey, as we 
have already shown. 

Now Sunningdale, though a charming spot, was 
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a decidedly out-of-the-way one, notwithstanding 
which, however, as soon as the news of the conflict 
got wind, it was beset with visitors from far and near, 
all eager to hear the story at first hand; all fired 
with curiosity to see two such desperate and now 
notorious villains as Elaas Baartman and his con- 
federate. We fear the latter emotion was productive 
of transient advantage to the two scoundrels, in the 
shape of chunks of tobacco, for apart from an in- 
voluntary feeling of compunction for a human 
creature, however hardened a criminal, whose days 
are as surely numbered as those of a sheep in a 
slaughterhouse pen, there was the idea that these 
two wretches being on show, it was only fair that 
they should derive some small benefit therefrom. 
Hence the chunks of tobacco. 

There was one to whom this sudden influx of 
visitors was distasteful in the highest degree. That 
one was Marian Selwood. To find herself exalted by 
them into a heroine, to be repeatedly congratulated 
on her splendid nerve, and complimented on her 
wonderful pluck and so forth, was absolutely sicken- 
ing to her. As she remarked bitterly to Benshaw, 
** What was there to brag about, in that she, securely 
concealed — lurking ambushed, in fact — did shoot 
down a wretched man advancing in the open? It 
was a repulsive necessity, but not a thing to be proud 
of, and for her part the sooner she could forget it the 
better.'* 

To which he had replied that, while agreeing with 
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her on the main principle, the way in which to look 
at the matter was this. She had been called upon 
unexpectedly to fill a critical position, one demanding 
both courage and judgment — and inasmuch as she 
had displayed both those qualities, and had shown 
herself abundantly equal to the situation, she had 
every reason to feel satisfied with herself. Which 
judicious reassurance, coming from the quarter it 
did, tended not a little to soothe poor Marian's 
troubled mind. 

For a strange depression had come upon her since 
the occurrence — a strange reaction in no wise due to 
the lurid incidents of the tragedy itself. The very 
firmness and resolution she had displayed were as 
gall and wormwood to her recollections. What a 
figure she must have cut ! A mere fighting Amazon, 
a masculine virago, endowed with a modicum of 
brute courage and healthy nerves ! Was it her 
fault ? Thus would she lash her mind into an agony, 
what time people were showering congratulations 
and compliments upon her. 

Ah, but then the exquisite sweetness of that lonely 
midnight vigil — alone with him, in momentary expec- 
tation of impending peril, their faculties of vision 
strained to the uttermost — gazing forth into the 
sickly moonlight watching for the coming of the 
murderous foe. A reminiscence which would haunt 
most women for the rest of their lives, causing them 
to start appalled from their dreams. Not so this one* 
That weird midnight hour, the hush of expectancy, 
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their common perili her fears on his account ; ah^ 
that was something to look back upon, something 
that should make her heart thrill — but not with 
terror — for many and many a day. 

Yet the iron was in her soul. Nothing could blot 
out the repellent mental photograph she had taken 
of herself. It might fade in time, but could never 
be effaced. Why had she not screamed and fainted 
like Violet Avory ? That, at any rate, was *' womanly," 
she supposed. And what was more repellent than 
the opposite quality in one of her own sex ? 

At the thought of Violet she was conscious of a 
bitter pang. What was the talisman by which the 
latter was empowered to win all hearts — and then to 
trample them underfoot in pretty scorn? Well, 
Violet had every advantage. Her bright, piquant 
beauty and fascinating manner, her consummate 
savoir vivre, her abundant and perfect ;taste, her 
knowledge of society, of England and the Continent — 
all these things counted, she supposed. Violet was 
born and bred in England, and had had the 
advantages of society and travel ; whereas she, 
Marian, had never been outside the Colony, and had 
spent most of her life on a frontier farm. Be it 
remembered, nevertheless, that she who thus secretly 
ruminated, to her own disparagement, was no mere 
shy, awkward, dilB&dent school-girl, but a peculiarly 
winsome, refined, and gracious-mannered woman. 
And then she would awake to a consciousness that 
the very fact of indulging in such comparisons between 
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herself and Violet was not a little contemptible. For 
the broad, reflective mind of Marian Selwood, though 
possessing its proper share of pride, held no comer 
wherein might lurk the meaner vice of envy. Whereby 
she stood confessed an anomaly among her sex. 

When Sellon and his host returned from their 
temporary absence, the former displayed more feeling 
at the thought of the horrible peril incurred by 
Violet than those among whom his lines were at 
present cast would have given him credit for, and 
in pursuance of this vein he could not sufficiently 
extol the promptness of resource and cool bravery 
displayed by Benshaw. And again and again he 
found himself wondering at the extraordinary coin- 
cidence involved in his being brought to this place 
by Panning of all men in the world. It was pretty 
rough on poor Fanning that he should be the means 
of cutting his own throat. But he had certainly 
behaved splendidly since, thought Maurice. He had 
evidently recognized, and that unmistakably, who 
had the prior claim, and the perfect good taste with 
which he had withdrawn was worthy of all praise. 
And in a fit of generous self-complacency the holder 
of the winning cards felt inclined to blame Violet 
for having given any encouragement to his now 
discomfited rival. 

What, however, did not occur to him was to blame 
himself. Maurice Sellon was not built that way. 
His memory went back to the time of their first 
meeting — a clear case of love at first sight — to many 
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a tryst since, stoleiii and therefore doubly sweet ; 
their awakening to the hopelessness of it all; then 
their matnal compact to part, to hold no sort of 
communication by word or pen for six months — 
which arrangement, though heroic, had broken down 
ignominiously, as we have seen. He was a great 
mixture, this unprincipled man of the world. But, 
with all his faults, his heart was a very soft one, 
and around it Violet Avory had entwined herself 
with a firmness, an inextricability, which she could 
hardly have compassed with a man of stronger mind 
and clearer head. 

It did not occur to him to blame himself. He held 
her heart, but dog-in-the-manger like. They could 
never be anything closer to each other ; but, dog-in- 
the-manger like, he had no idea of surrendering her 
to one who might freely occupy a closer place. 
Conscience suggested that had he himself not turned 
up Eenshaw Fanning's suit might in time have 
prospered. Well, what was that to him ? He would 
give up Yiolet to no man living; and he felt sore 
and angry at the bare suggestion sometimes aroused 
by mind and conscience that she could at any time 
bring herself or be brought to give him up. 

Then his thoughts took a turn; went back to 
Fanning and his tormenting secret. He remembered 
the banter that had passed between them, when 
projecting their treasure-seeking expedition. ' ' Perhaps 
after all our object is the same," he had said. 
** Perhaps it is," had been the oflf-hand reply. And 
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it was with a vengeance. He had not intended to 
be BO literal in making the remark, yet he had been 
Btartlingly so, though unconsciously. And this 
suggested another misgiving. What if Fanning 
should now refuse to share the secret with him — 
make some excuse — invent some pretext for " climbing 
down " ? He knew that he himself would be more 
than tempted so to act were the positions reversed. 
In fact, it was of no use disguising from himself that 
he would so act. But Panning was a good fellow — a 
thoroughly conscientious fellow. He would never go 
back on his word — would never play him, Maurice, 
such a shady trick. 

Wherein is one of those paradoxes in human 
nature which will now and again crop up— for no 
matter to how great an extent hard experience may 
teach us to put no trust in our fellow-men, do we not 
every now and again catch ourselves expecting some- 
body else to act far better under given circumstances 
than we should ourselves ? 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

IN THE LONG KLOOF. 

"How am I this morning? Oh yes, it's all very 
well. But you don't care a straw how I am, or what 
becomes of me — now ! " 

Thus Violet Avory, in the softest, most plaintive 
tone, at the same time lifting her eyelashes in just 
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one quick, reproachful glance. The shaft was 
effective. It brou^^ht down the bird at once. 
Benshaw stopped. 

*^ I don't think it's qaite kind of you to say that. 
Miss Avory/' he answered, a trifle nettled, for all that 
killing glance; for all that beseeching, cooing tone. 
"You know you do not believe what you are 
saying." 

She had been leaning over the gate which led out 
of the flower garden in front of the house. He was 
passing out to set off on his numerous self-imposed 
duties, having for their object the keeping everything 
straight during his friend's absence. The morning 
was young still — not quite ten o'clock. He was 
hurrying by with a pleasant inquiry as to her well- 
being, when arrested by her speech as above. 

** Thank you," she answered, "I do happen to 
believe it, though. You never come near me now — 
in fact, you avoid me like the plague. We have not 
had one talk together since you came back. How- 
ever, you don't care — ^now, as I said before." 

To an unprejudiced hearer conversant with the 
state of affairs, this was pretty thick. For by that 
time it was manifest to all that the only person who 
had any chance of a " talk together " with the speaker 
— as she euphemistically put it — was Sellon; and 
long before it was to all thus manifest the fact was 
painfully evident to Eenshaw Panning. 

" If it is as you say, I don't think you can blame 
me," he answered. " I thought my leaving you alone 
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was exactly what you would wish. And that idea you 
yourself seemed to bear out both by word and act." 

''Do. you think I have so many — friends, that I 
can bear to part with one, Eenshaw ? '* 

Her tone was soft, pleading— suggestive of a tinge 
of despair. The velvety eyes seemed on the point of 
brimming, as her glance reproachfully met his, and 
a delicate flush came into her cheeks. She was 
standing beneath a cactus, whose great prismatic 
blossoms in the background hung like a shower of 
crimson stars, one of them just touching her dark 
hair. To the unprejudiced witness again, conversant 
with the facts, Violet Avory, standing there amid the 
sensuous falling of gorgeous blossoms, would have 
recalled some graceful, purring, treacherous feline, 
beautiful in its satin-skinned curves, yet withal none 
the less deadly of intent towards the foolish creatures 
who should constitute its prey. In this man, however, 
in spite of the sharp awakening which the last couple 
of weeks had brought with them, her arts begat no 
repulsion. There was no breaking away from the 
old spell so easily. A mist floated before his eyes, and 
the old tremble came into his voice, as he replied — 

*' Friends ! I should have thought you had plenty. 
For instance " 

" For instance what ? " 

*' Well, I was going to say, look how anxious we 
have all been to see you become your old self again ; 
but it struck me that after what you begun by saying 
J had better not.'* 
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*' Will you do something if I ask you ? " she said 
suddenly. 

*' Certainly, if it is anything within my power.** 

**I want you to take me for a ride — now, this 
morning. Will you ? " 

" With pleasure," he answered, brightening up — 
all prudent resolves scattered to the winds. 

** I think it will do me good. Besides — I want to 
talk to you. Now, I'll go and get ready. But mind 
—don't let's have any of the others, or it will be no 
use. Make some excuse about there being no horses 
or something." 

And she started off indoors, while he went round 
to see about getting the horses up from the large 
paddock, wherein a certain supply of the noble animal 
was always kept for home use. 

Violet was not much of a rider ; in fact, she was 
rather timid in the saddle. But she had a good seat 
for all show purposes, and being one of those girls 
who do everything gracefully, she looked as well on 
horseback as anywhere else. 

In the eyes of her present escort, this lovely sun- 
shiny morning, she looked more than bewitching; 
which being so, it is not surprising that all his 
strongly formed and salutary resolutions should 
rapidly ooze out at his finger-ends. For he had half- 
unconsciously formed many resolutions, not the least 
of which was that he would think no more of Violet 
Avory — at any rate, except as a friend. 

Though his strong, self-contained nature had 
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rendered him an easy prey to her wiles — easier 
because so thorough, once he had succumbed — yet it 
supplied a wholesome counterbalance. Which counter- 
balance lay in an unswerving sense of self-respect. 

Try as she would, Violet had not been able to 
conceal altogether her partiality for Sellon. All her 
sage precepts to the latter notwithstanding, she had 
more than once allowed her prudence to lull. The 
sharp precocity of the children had discovered their 
secret in no time, and, disliking her as they did, they 
had, we may be sure, been at no pains to hold their 
prying, chattering little tongues. Then the whole 
thing had become common property to all around. 

That she should prefer Sellon seemed to Eenshaw 
quite a natural thing. In his single-heartedness, his 
utter freedom from egotism, he was sublimely uncon- 
scious of any advantages which he himself might 
possess over the other. She had rejected him un- 
equivocally, for he had once put his fate to the test. 
She was therefore perfectly free to show preference 
for whosoever she pleased. The one consideration 
which caused him to feel sore at times — and he would 
not have been human had it been otherwise — was the 
consciousness that he himself was the agency through 
which the two had been thrown together. Many a 
man would have reflected rather bitterly on the strange 
freak of fortune which had once appointed him the 
preserver of his successful rival's life. But Eenshaw 
Fanning's nature was too noble to entertain any such 
reflection. If it occurred to him, he would cast forth 

L 
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the idea in horror, as something beyond all words 
contemptible. 

This being so, he had made up his mind to accept 
the inevitable, and had succeeded so well — outwardly, 
at least — as to give his tormentor some colour for the 
opening words of our present chapter. But he little 
knew Violet Avory. That insatiable little heart- 
breaker fully believed in eating her cake and having 
it, too. She was not going to let it be said that any 
man had given her up, least of all this one. The 
giving up must come from her own side. 

'*How glum you are, Eenshaw," she began, at 
last. **You have said nothing but 'yes' or *no' 
ever since we left the house. And that was at least 
half an hour ago." 

He started guiltily. The use of his Christian 
name was an artfully directed red-hot shot from her 
battery. In public it was always "Mr. Fanning.'* 
And they had not met otherwise than in public since 
his return. 

*' Am I ? " he echoed. ** I really beg your pardon, 
but I am afraid I must be." 

** First of all, where are you going to take me ? " 

** We had better ride up to the head of the Long 
Eloof. It is only a gradual ascent, and an easier 
ride for you." 

This was agreed to, and presently they were 
winding between the forest-clad spurs of the hills; 
on, leisurely, at a foot's-pace ; the great rolling seas 
of verdure, spangled with many a fantastic-hued 
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blossom, sweeping down to the path itself; the wild 
black-mouthed gorges echoing the piping call of birds 
in the brake, and the sullen deep-throated bark of 
the sentinel baboon, squatted high overhead. 

But the ride, so far from doing her good, seemed, 
judging from results, to be exercising a still further 
damping effect upon Violet's spirits. It had become 
her turn now to answer in monosyllables, as her 
companion tried to interest her in the scenery and 
surroundings. All of a sudden she wildly burst into 
tears. 

Down went Eenshaw's wise resolutions, the result 
of a painful and severe course of self-striving, like 
a house of cards. The sight of her grief seemed 
more than he could bear. 

''Good heavens! Violet — darling — ^what is it? 
Why are you unhappy ? '* 

The tone was enough. The old tremor of passion 
struggling to repress itself. Had she forged this 
weapon deliberately, Violet must have rejoiced over 
its success. But this time the outburst was genuine. 

*' Oh, I sometimes wish I could die ! " she 
answered, as soon as she could control her voice. 
'' Then there would be a peaceful ending to it all, at 
any rate." 

"Ending to what? You have been very much 
shaken, dear — since that unfortunate skirmish the 
other night. But you must try and forget that and 
become your own bright self again. It cannot be 
that you have any real trouble on your mind? '* 
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*' Oh, Eenshaw — you have been so hard to me of 
late — so cold and silent, as if you didn't care so 
muoh as to speak to me — and I have felt it so — so 
much. Ah, but you don't believe me." 

The man's face grew white. What did this mean ? 
Had he been deceiving himself all this time ? While 
he had thought she was trying once more to whistle 
him back to her lure, to amuse herself with him and 
his most sacred feelings as a mere pastime during the 
other's absence — could it be after all that she had 
merely been playing oflf the other against him — 
piqued at the outward cooling of his attentions ? A 
tumultuous rush of feeling went through his heart 
and brain. But like a douche of cold water upon the 
fainting patient came her next words, bringing him 
to with a kind of mental gasp. 

** You have felt it so much ? " he echoed, quickly. 
** Yes. I could not bear the thought of losing such 
a staunch, true-hearted friend as you would be — as 
you are. You don't know how I value the idea of 
your sympathy." 

Crash went the newly born resuscitation of his 
hopes — scattered to fragments — shivered into empty 
nothingness by just one word. " Friend ! " Hateful 
word in such conjunction ! His voice seemed numbed 
and strained as he rejoined — 

*' I am sorry you should think of regarding me as 
anything less than a friend — and you must know that 
you could never lack my sympathy. Then there is 
something troubling you ? " 
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*'Now you are angry with me. Oh, Eenshaw — 
and I am so miserable. You speak in such a cold, 
severe tone. And I thought you would have been so 
different." 

** God forgive me if I should have seemed to be 
angry with you,'* he replied. " But — how can I help 
you ? You have not told me what your trouble is,*' 

"Eenshaw, I believe you can be as secret as the 
grave. It concerns myself — and another. But 
nothing that you can do can remove it. Nothing 
but misery can come of it, if I do not die myself, 
that is." 

"One word, Violet. You are sure nothing I can 
do will help you? I do not wish to force your 
confidence, remember.*' 

"Nothing,** was the despairing answer. "Only 
this, Eenshaw. Promise that you will stand my 
friend — Heaven knows! may need it and do need it 
— whatever others may say or do. .Promise that if 
ever you can help me you will.** 

Their eyes met — then their hands. 

" I promise both things,** he answered gravely. 

But, as they turned their horses* heads to ride 
homewards, there was a heavy heart within Eenshaw 
Fanning*s breast; a heart full of sad and heavy 
despair. His love for this girl was no mere fleeting 
passion, but the terribly earnest and concentrated 
abandonment of a man of mature years and strong 
feelings. Now there was an end of everything. He 
had as good as heard from her own lips that her 
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affections were bound up with another, and who that 
other was his perceptions left him no room for doubt. 
But why, then, should all the misery ensue at which 
she had hinted ? Gould it be that her preference was 
but inadequately returned? Or was there some 
obstacle in the way — lack of means, opposition of 
parents, or similar difficulties, which are apt to seem 
to those most closely concerned so insurmountable 
under the circumstances ? In his own mind, he had 
no doubt but that things would all come right sooner 
or later, and said as much. 

But then, you see, they were at cross purposes, 
as people who deal in veiled hints and half-confidences 
well-nigh invariably are. 

And the promise thus deliberately uttered during 
that sunny morning's ride in the Long Kloof, will he 
ever be called upon to take it up ? 

We shall see. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

A GOOD OFFER. 

Time went by, and weeks slipped into months. 
Amid congenial surroundings and magnificent air, 
Benshaw had completely shaken off all lingering 
remnants of his fever attack. He began to think 
seriously of starting in quest of " The Valley of the 
Eye." 

Sellon, too, had begun to wax impatient, though 



A GOOD OFFER. 151 

with any less tempting object in view he would 
have been loth to exchange this delightfully easy- 
going life for a toilsome and nebulous quest, involving 
possible risks and certain hardship and privations. 
Moreover, a still lingering misgiving that the other 
might cry off the bargain acted like a spur. 

"It's all very well for you, Fanning,'* he said 
one day, "but, for my part, 1 .don't much care 
about wearing out my welcome. Here I've been 
a couple of months, if not more, and I shouldn't 
wonder if Selwood was beginning to think I intended 
quartering myself on him for life. I know what 
you're going to say. Whenever I mention leaving, 
he won't hear of it. Still, there's a limit to 
everything." 

"Well, I don't mind making a start, say, next 
week," Eenshaw had answered. "I've got to go 
over to Port Lamport on Saturady. If it'll suit 
you, we'll leave here about the middle of the week. 
We shall have roughish times before us once we get 
across the river, mind." 

" Eight you are, and hurrah for the diamonds ! " 
was the other's hearty response ; and then he turned 
away to seek a favourable opportunity of breaking 
the news to Violet. 

If Benshaw had succeeded in shaking off the effects 
of his fever attack, no such complete success had 
attended his efforts with regard to that other attack. 
There was not much healing for his wounds in the 
sight of the more than ordinarily good understaiiding 
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existing between Violet and Sellon, and being, in 
common with the remainder of the household, 
ignorant of their former acquaintanceship, the 
thought that he himself had been instrumental 
in bringing them together, was indeed a bitter pill. 
And then his disciplined nature would seek for an 
antidote and find it — ^find it in the promise Yiolet 
had extracted from him to befriend her to the utmost 
of his power. Well, he was going to do this. He 
was going to be the means of enriching the man who 
had, though not unfairly, yet no less certainly, 
supplanted him. His sacrifice on her account would 
be complete. Through his instrumentality the pair 
would obtain the means of happiness. And in this 
reflection his mind found a degree of consolation. 

**Cold consolation this — ^very much the reverse 
of consolation ! " cries the ordinary mind. Yes, but 
Benshaw Fanning's was not an ordinary mind. 

Christmas had come and gone — ^bringing with it 
much festivity — ^the visits of friends and relatives, 
till the house was crammed to the extent of holding 
no more by any means short of '' shaking down" 
the excess members in the verandah, even as many 
were already "shaken down" on the floors of the 
bedrooms. There had been dances and riding parties, 
and a buck-hunt or two, though the time of year was 
unfavourable to venatorial pursuits — the sweltering 
midsummer heat being ill-conducive to scent in the 
matter of rousing the quarry, though very much 
conducive to the same, after the slaying of the said 
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quarry, which indeed would hardly keep two hours. 
There had been much fun and flirtation among the 
younger section and much jollity among all. Jovial 
Chris Selwood was never so much in his element 
as with a crowd of friends about him, and the more 
the merrier, he would say. 

Then as the corner of the year turned, the party 
had broken up and gone its respective ways — one 
to his farm, another to his merchandise — the bulk 
of it, however, literally to the former. And Kenshaw 
began to think a great deal about "The Valley of 
the Eye." 

" So your faith in this Sindbad valley is as strong 
as ever, is it, Eenshaw ? " said Selwood, in comment 
on a remark of the other's as they were returning 
homeward together after a day of riding around the 
veldt, looking after the flocks and their keepers, and 
giving an eye to things in general. 

"Well, yes, it is. I*m as convinced the place 
exists as I am that I exist myself. But it's weariful 
work, hunting a will-o'-the-wisp." 

" Eather. Throw it up, old man. Now, why on 
earth don't you make up your mind to come and 
settle near us ? There are good enough farms around 
here to be had." 

"For those who have the means," supplied the 
other, gaily. "And I'm not one of them. That 
last drought * busted' me— lock, stock, and barrel. 
All the greater necessity to find the * Eye.' " 
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Selwood made no immediate reply. He flicked 
the heads of the grasses with his whip as he rode, 
in a meditative and embarrassed manner wholly 
foreign to his genial open nature. 

** See here, Kenshaw," he burst forth at last ; "we 
were boys together, and ought to know each other 
pretty well by this time. Now, I think you're a 
touchy fellow on some subjects — but, hang it all, 
what I want to say is this — you've been cursed by 
ill-luck of late; why not try fresh ground? Now, 
if a thousand pounds would — er — pull your train 
back on to the rails again, why, there it is, and 
you've only got to say so. Eh ? What ? Obligation, 
did you say ? " — the other having said nothing at all. 
*'That be hanged! The boot's all on the other 
foot ! " 

Benshaw was a sensitive man and a proud one, 
and Selwood knew it — Whence the latter's embarrass- 
ment. 

*' Chris, you are indeed a friend ! " he answered. 
*' I don't know what to say " 

"Say? Say? Say — 'Done with you,' and con- 
sider the matter settled," fumed Selwood, cutting 
him short. 

"I can't say that, Chris. Just think what a run 
of ill-luck I have had. It would be robbing you to 
borrow on absolutely no security " 

"Ill-luck! Of course you have. So would any 
fellow who tried to farm Angoras in Great Bushman- 
land; and I was nearly saying — he'd deserve it," 
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cried Selwood, testily. " It would be different down 
here, with decent land and decent seasons. And there 
isnt a better farmer in this colony than yourself ! " 

** Don't think me ungracious,'* said Eenshaw, 
deprecatorily. "As you were saying, Chris, we 
have known each other all our lives, and ought to 
be able to speak out to each other. What I was 
going to say is this : Your offer is that of a true and 
generous friend ; but were I to accept it, I should be 
robbing you, for I can't give you a hundred pounds' 
worth of security." 

*' But I do think you ungracious," fumed the other. 
''Eobbing me! Security! Tut-tut-tut! Why, old 
fellow, you needn't be so punctilious. Remember, 
you would probably have effected the sale of your 
place to that speculator chap in Fort Lamport the 
other day, but for starting off home on the spur of 
the moment, to protect Hilda and the rest of them 
against those cut-throats. And one doesn't like to 
think what might have happened to them but for 
you," he added, very gravely. 

Now, this was a most unfortunate allusion, for, 
needless to say wholly unwittingly, Selwood had 
thereby imported a ** compensation" element into 
his generous offer — at least, so it seemed to the 
other's sensitive pride. And while acquitting his 
friend entirely of any such idea, Eenshaw's mind was 
there and then made up that by no possibility, under 
the circumstances, could he entertain it, and he said 
as much. 
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Selwood was deeply disappointed. 

A silence fell between the two men. 

**By Jove!" said Christopher, suddenly, as they 
came in sight of the homestead, ''your chum there 
is making the most of his last day.*' 

Two figures came in sight, strolling by the dam 
in the sunset glow — ^Violet Avory and Sellon. Een- 
shaw, recognizing them, made no reply. But the 
dagger within his heart gave one more turn. 

"I suppose they'll make a match of it directly," 
went on Selwood. '' It won't be the first that's been 
made up at old Sunningdale by any means— ha! 
ha!" 

It was the last day at Sunningdale. Early on 
the morrow Benshaw and Sellon would start upon 
their expedition. And what strange, wild expe« 
riences would be theirs before they should again 
rejoin this pleasant home circle. Would they re- 
turn, rewarded with success, or only to bear record 
of another failure? Or would they, perchance, not 
return at all ? 

This was the reflection that would recur with more 
or less haunting reiteration to every member of the 
household that evening. There were serious and 
saddened faces in that circle; eyes, too, that would 
turn away to conceal a sudden brimming that it was 
not wholly possible to suppress. 

For what if, perchance, they should never return 
at all? 
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CHAPTER XX. 

OLD DIBE IN DEFAULT. 

" Well, Sellon, here we are — or, rather, here am I 
— at home again." 

The buggy, rumiing lightly over the hard level 
ground, looked as dusty and travel-worn as the three 
horses that drew it, or as its two inmates. The red 
ball of the sun was already half behind the treeless 
sky line, and away over the plain the brown and 
weather-beaten walls of Eenshaw's uninviting home- 
stead had just come into view. 

Very different now, however, was the aspect of 
affairs to when we first saw this out-of-the-world 
desert farm. With the marvellous recuperativeness 
of the Karroo plains the veldt was now carpeted with 
the richest grass, spangled with a hundred varying 
species of delicate wild flowers. Yet, as the two men 
alighted at the door, there was something in the 
desolate roughness of the empty house that struck 
them both, after the comforts and cheery associations 
of Sunningdale. 

"Home, sweet home; eh, Sellon?" continued 
Eenshaw, grimly. " Well, it won't be for long. One 
day*s rest for ourselves and horses, and the day after 
to-morrow we'll start. Hallo, Kaatje, where's old 
Dirk, by the way ? " 

The Koranna woman's voluble and effusive greetiug 
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seemed damped by the question. She answered, 
guiltily— 

" Old Dirk, Baas ? He went away to visit his 
brother at Bruint;es Eraal — and bring back half a 
dozen goats which he sent over there before the 
drought. I expect him back this evening — any 
evening." 

"That's what comes of putting these wretched 
people into a position of trust,*' said Eenshaw, 
bitterly. " How long has he been away, Kaatje ? " 

" Only a week, Baas. Don't be kwaai with Dirk, 
Baas. My nephew Marthinus has been taking his 
place right well — bright well. Don't be hwaai with 
Dirk, myn lieve Baas ! " 

But Eenshaw was very much disgusted. The old 
man had been with him for years, and he had 
always found him honest and trustworthy far beyond 
his people. Yet no sooner was his back turned than 
the fellow abandoned his post forthwith. 

"This is rather annoying, Sellon," he said. 
" Here old Dirk has gone sprceing around somewhere, 
and goodness only knows when he'll be back. I 
meant to have taken him with us this time. He 
might have been useful." 

" Ever taken him before ? " 

" No. I didn't want too many people in the secret. 
This time it wouldn't matter, because we shall find 
the place." 

"You seem strangely confident, Fanning," said 
Sellon, thinking of the missing document. 
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" I am. I've a sort of superstition I shall hit upon 
it this time. However, come in, and we'll make our- 
selves as comfortable as we can, with the trapful of 
luxuries from more civilized parts. It'll be canned 
goods to-night, I'm afraid. It's too late to order the 
execution of a goat." 

Having seen Marthinus, above alluded to, and who 
was a smartish Hottentot lad, outspan the buggy 
and stow away the harness, Eenshaw strolled round 
to the kraals. Alas ! the remnant of his flocks — ^now 
a mere handful — ^huddled away in a comer, spoke 
volumes as to the recent devastation. But the 
animals, though few, were quite in condition again. 

The gloaming fell, and still he lingered on there 
alone. Sellon, who never favoured unnecessary 
exertion, had established himself indoors with a cigar 
anl some brandy-and- water. The darkling plain in 
its solemn silence was favourable to meditation, and 
the return to his solitary home aroused in Eenshaw 
a keen sense of despondency. What if this new 
expedition should prove a failure ? If so, it should 
be the last. Come what might, nothing in the world 
should induce him further to inhabit this woefully 
depressing and thoroughly unprofitable place. Rather 
would he gather together his little all, and resume 
the wild wandering hunter life away in the far interior, 
and hand in hand with this resolve Christopher 
Sellwood's ofifer stood forth alluringly. Dear old 
Sunningdale ! Life near there might be worth living 
after all — Violet Avory apart. But then arose the 
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absurd scruples of a sensitive nature. Quick, to the 
verge of folly, in benefiting others, when it became 
a question of himself the recipient of a good turn 
Benshaw's pride rose up in an effective barrier. 
And although the tie of friendship between them was 
closer than might have been that of brotherhood, he 
could recognize, or thought he could, in Sellwood's 
offer — a disguised method of conferring a favour upon 
himself. Not that he failed to appreciate it, but he 
could not bring himself to lie under an obligation 
even to his dearest friend. A strange character that 
of this man, so self-sacrificing and so single-hearted ; 
so sensitive, so scrupulous in the most delicate fibres 
of the mind and conscience, yet adamant in the face 
of peril; strong, resourceful when confronted with 
privation. A character formed of a life of solitude 
and hardship, a character that would be an ana- 
chronism — an anomaly — in the whirring clatter of 
old world and money-grubbing life. 

'* Hallo, Fanning ! What has become of you ? " 

The loud, jovial hail of his mercurial friend recalled 
him to himself and the duties of hospitality. Sellon, 
tired of his own company, had lounged to the door. 

" I thought you had concluded to go on the hunt 
for your runaway nigger, old chap,** he said, as the 
other came up. 

'* Only been looking round the kraals, and, I*m 
afraid, 'mooning* a little," answered Eenshaw, with 
a laugh. But there were times when his friend's 
inexhaustible easiness of spirits jarred upon him. 
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The next day was spent in making preparations for 
the trip. Crowbars and long coils of raw-hide rope 
for climbing purposes — provisions and other neces- 
saries to be loaded up were carefully sorted and packed 
—nor were firearms and a plentiful supply of cart- 
ridges overlooked. By nightfall everything was in 
thorough readiness for an early start. 

Only, the missing Dirk did not appear, a fact which 
had the effect of strangely annoying, not to say anger- 
ing, Dirk's normally philosophical and easy-going 
master. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

THE FIRST CAMP. 

" Any alligators in this river. Fanning ? " 
" Plenty. They won't interfere with us, though." 
Splash! splash! The horses plunged on, deeper 
and deeper into the wide drift. Soon the water was 
up to the saddle-girths. 

Renshaw, leading the way — and a pack-horse — 
tucked up his feet over the saddle behind, an example 
his companion was not slow to follow. An expanse 
of yellow, turgid water, at least a hundred and fifty 
yards wide, lay before them. Below, a labyrinth of 
green eyots picturesquely studded the surface of the 
stream. Above, the river flowed round an abrupt 
bend of red rock wall, sweeping silently and majesti- 
cally down to the drift which our two adventurers were 

M 
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fording. In front, a high craggy ridge, sheering up 
in a steep slope, dotted with aloes and a sparse 
growth of mimosa bush. Behind, a similar ridge, 
down whose rugged face the two had spent the best 
part of the afternoon finding a practicable path. 

And now it was evening. The setting sun dipped 
nearer and nearer to the same rocky heights in the 
west, shedding a scarlet glow upon the smooth surface 
of the great river, tingeing with fiery effulgence many 
a bold krantz whose smooth walls rose sheer to the 
heavens. An indescribably wild and desolate spot, 
redeemed from absolute savagery by the soft cooing 
of innumerable doves flitting among the fringe of 
trees which skirted the bank of the stream. 

The drift, though wide, was shallow, and the water 
came no higher than the saddle-girths. A few 
minutes more of splashing, and they emerged upon 
a hard, firm sand-bank. 

" The river's low now, and has been some time," 
said Benshaw, looking around. ''The time before 
last I crossed this way, I lost a good horse in a 
quicksand a little lower down. I dare say it's a firm 
bank now, like this one.*' 

" By Jove ! did you really ? " said Sellon. " Were 
you alone, then?" His respect for the other had 
already gone up fifty per cent. They were in a 
seldom-trodden wilderness now, a forbidding, horrible- 
looking solitude, at that, shut in as it was by great, 
grim mountain walls, and the eternal silence of a 
desert world. Yet this man, whom he, Sellon, in all 
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the superiority of his old-world knowledge, had held 
in light account, was perfectly at home here. There 
was no doubt as to which was the better man, here, 
at any rate. 

"Yes; I was alone,*' answered Eenshaw. 'Tve 
always come on this undertaking alone. And I 
came mighty near losing my life, as well as the 
horse.'* 

"By Jove, what a fellow you are. Panning! I 
believe if I were to knock around here in this infernal 
desert by myself for a week it would about drive 
me mad." 

The other smiled slightly. 

" Would it ? Well, I suppose I'm used to it. But, 
wait a bit. You call this an infernal desert. It's 
nothing to what we shall find ourselves in further on. 
And now, I think we'll camp here. You don't want 
to go out shooting, I suppose? We have enough 
to last us for a day or two ; in fact, as much as will 
keep." 

Three guinea-fowl and a brace of red koorhaan, 
also three brace of partridges, were slung across the 
pack-horse. Sellon replied with an emphatic negative. 
The heat of the day's journey had knocked the 
bottom out of even his sportsmanlike tendencies, 
he said. 

They offsaddled the horses, and having led them 
down to the river to drink, knee-haltered them more 
closely than usual, and turned them loose to graze. 
Then, taking a hatchet, Benshaw proceeded to cut 
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a number of mimosa boughs — large^ spreading, and 
thorny. These, in an incredibly short space of time, 
he had beaten up into a most effective kraal. 

** What's all that about, old man ? " said Sellon, 
who, characteristically, was taking it easy, and lay 
on the ground at full length, blowing out clouds of 
tobacco. " There are no lions here, surely ! " 

" There used to be one or two. I've heard them 
on former occasions. But they're mighty scarce — 
almost extinct. Still, it's as well to be on the safe 
side." 

As the last faint kiss of after-glow faded from the 
iron-bound peaks, merging into the pearly grey of 
night, the horses were driven in and securely picketed 
within the impromptu enclosure. Then blazed forth 
the ruddy flames of a cheery camp-fire, over which 
some of the birds were promptly hissing and sputter- 
ing. The small keg of Cango brandy which they had 
brought with them was broached, and under the 
influence of a good supper, washed down with good 
liquor, Sellon's mercurial spirits revived. 

" By Jove, but this is what I call real jolly ! " he 
cried, throwing himself back on a rug, and proceeding 
to fill and light his pipe. " Hallo ! What the deuce 
was that ? " 

" Not a lion this time," said the other, tranquilly, 
as a longdrawn howl arose upon the night. It echoed 
weirdly among the great cliffs, dying away in a wild 
waiL *' Only a wolf.* Plenty of them around here." 

• HysDDa. 
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" They make a most infernal row, at all events. 
How the deuce is a fellow going to sleep?" said 
Sellon, as the sound was taken up in a sudden chorus 
of dismal howls, whose gruesome echoes, floating 
among the krantzes^ seemed to deepen the surround- 
ing darkness, to enhance the utter wildness of this 
desolate valley. 

The camp was pitched in the entrance of a narrow 
gorge which wound right up into the heart of the 
great ridge overhanging the river. It lay in a grassy 
hollow, snugly sheltered on all sides. In the back- 
ground some hundred yards distant, and about 
eighty feet in height, rose a perpendicular wall of 
rock, being one of the spurs of the main ridge. 

** Oh, you'll sleep soundly enough once you're oflf, 
never fear," laughed Eenshaw. "And now, as we 
are fairly embarked upon our undertaking, we may 
as well go over old Greenway's yam together. Two 
heads are better than one, they say, and a fresh mind 
brought to bear upon the story may bring into it a 
fresh idea or two." 

Putting his hand inside his shirt, he produced the 
buckskin pouch. At last had come the moment 
Sellon had long dreaded. How he wished he had 
refrained from meddling with the thing. Certainly 
he believed that his friend could get along almost, 
if not quite as well without the paper, as with it. 
Its contents must be stamped indelibly in his 
memory. Yet how would he take the discovery of its 
loss? 
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** I've never gone into it with you before, Sellon," 
went on Eenshaw, holding the pouch in his hand, 
little thinking what tantalizing suspense his friend 
was undergoing. "You see, when a man holds a 
secret of this kind — has been treasuring it up for 
years — he's apt to keep it mighty close. But now 
that we are fairly in the swim together things are 
diflferent." 

He undid the outer bag, then leisurely unrolled 
the waterproof wrapper, Sellon meanwhile staring at 
the proceeding with a nervous fascination, which, had 
his friend noticed, he would have put down to intense 
excitement due to the importance of the disclosure. 
Still deliberately, Eenshaw unrolled the last fold of 
the wrapper, and produced — a scroll of frayed and 
yellow paper. 

Heavens and earth ! It was the identical docu- 
ment! In his wild amazement Sellon could not 
refrain from a violent start. 

"What's the row?" said the other, quietly. 
'* Keep cool. We want steady nerves over this under- 
taking." 

" You're right, old man. I own that mine are a 
little too high-strung," answered Maurice, with some- 
thing of a stammer. " By Jove, what if we should 
go back practically millionaires ! Only think of it, 
old chap ! Isn't it enough to turn any man's head ? 
And when you got out that bit of paper, it seemed 
almost like producing the key of the bullion safe 
itself." 
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But this was said in a hurried, random fashion. 
How in the name of all that was wonderful had the 
missing paper come to light? Again Sellon dis- 
missed the idea of the Koranna servants having any 
agency in the matter, and no other theory was com- 
patible with its almost miraculous reappearance. 
Stay! Had Fanning a duplicate, perhaps, which 
he had quietly replaced in the receptacle for the lost 
document? No, by Jove; that was the identical 
paper itself. He could swear to it a hundred times 
over, there in the red light of the camp-fire, even to 
the pear-shaped blot near the right-hand corner. 
There it was; no mistake about that. Then he 
wondered when it had been recovered — when Fan- 
ning had discovered its loss — and whether he had 
entertained any suspicion of himself. If so, it was 
marvellous that all this time he should have let drop 
no word, no hint, either of the incident or his sus- 
picions regarding it. The enhanced respect which 
his tranquil, self-contained companion had begun to 
inspire in Sellon, now turned to something like awe. 
"You'll never make an adventurer, Sellon," said 
Eenshaw, with his quiet smile, "until you chuck 
overboard such inconvenient luggage as nerves. 
And I'm afraid you're too old to learn that trick 
now." 

" You're right there, old chap. I wish I had some 
of your long-headedness, I know. But now, I'm all 
impatience. Supposing you read out old stick-in-the- 
mud, what's-his-name's, queer legacy." 
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"All right. Now listen attentively, and see how 
it strikes you/' 

And by the red light of the camp fire Benshaw 
began to read the dying adventurer's last statement. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

A VOICE FBOM THE DEAD. 

" My name is Amos Greenway," it began. " It was 
some years ago now — no matter how many — since I 
first saw what I am going to tell you. That time I'd 
been up with a hunting and trading party into the 
Kalihari. I'd split oflf from the rest — no matter why 
— perhaps we'd fallen out. 

" What I didn't know about the country in those 
days didn't seem much worth knowing — at least, so 
I thought. Well, I got down into the Bechuana 
country, and after a bit of a rest struck off alone in a 
southerly direction. I counted on hitting off the big 
river that way, and at the same time I'd often longed 
to do a little prospecting on the ground I was going 
to cross. But this time, as it happened, I got out of 
my reckoning. I'd got into a waterless desert — and 
foodless too. I had biltong enough to last for any 
time, but water is a thing you can't carry much of — 
and if you could it would all turn bad in that awful 
heat. First my pack-horse gave out — then the nag I 
was riding — and there I was dying of thirst in the 
middle of the most awful dried-up country you Qaii 
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imagine. There were mountains far away on the 
sky-line — must have been at least a hundred miles 
away, for they were hull down on the horizon. There 
might or might not be water there ; but if so I should 
never reach it, because I couldn't crawl ten miles in 
a day, and was about played out even then. Nothing 
to kill either — no game of any kind — or the blood 
might have quenched thirst. Nothing except aas- 
vogels, and they were too slim to come within shot. 
You see, they knew I was booked for them sooner or 
later, and whenever I looked up there was a crowd of 
the great white carrion birds wheeling overhead ever 
so high up, waiting for me. 

** Well, at last I was for giving in ; was looking for 
a place to sit down comfortably, and put the muzzle 
of my piece to my ear and finish oflf ; for I couldn't 
stand the idea of being eaten alive by those filthy 
devils, as would have happened when I got too weak 
to beat them off — when I came plump into a gang of 
wandering Bushmen. They were resting at the foot 
of a stony kopje, and as soon as I hove in sight they 
started up it like monkeys, screeching and jabbering 
all the time. They'd never seen a white man nor yet 
a gun, and when I fired a shot I reckon they thought 
the devil had got among them. I managed to make 
friends with them at last, and it was the saving of 
my life. They'd got some kind of liquid, which must 
have come out of a plant or root, but it did for drink 
at a pinch until we found water. 

'* Well, after some days we reached the mountains 
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I had seen. Awfal part it was too ; seemed to con- 
sist of nothing bat great iron-bound krantzes and 
holes and caves — sort of place where nothing in the 
world could live but aasvogels and Bushmen and 
baboons. Some of the caves had skulls and bones in 
them, and were covered with Bushmen drawings, and 
I tell you I saw queer things done while I was with 
those fellows — things you'd never believe. But I feel 
like getting near the end of my tether, so I must 
hurry up. 

"Well, one day we'd been out collecting grass- 
hoppers and lizards and all that kind of beastliness 
which those fellows eat, and stayed out too late. We 
were looking about for a hole or a cave to sleep in — 
for it was coldish up there of nights — and it was 
already dusk. I noticed my Bushman friends were 
getting mighty uneasy, and supposed they were afraid 
of bogies or something of that kind. There was a 
half-moon shining brightly overhead, and I saw we 
were skirting a deep valley — though it was more like 
a hole than a valley, for there seemed no way in or 
out. All of a sudden one of the chaps grabbed me by 
the arm and pointed downwards. I shan't forget 
that moment in a hurry. There, ever so far down it 
seemed, glowering up through the darkness, shone an 
Eye. Yes, an Eye ; greenish, but brilliant as a star. 
I rubbed my eyes and looked again and again. 
There it was, each time brighter than ever. What 
could the thing be ? I own I was puzzled. 

*'The Bushmen were getting more and more 
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scared, and began to lug me away. But I took one 
more look round first. The thing was gone. 

** There was no staying to investigate further. They 
began to threaten me then — I gathered at last that I 
was committing a sort of sacrilege, that it was a 
demon-haunted place to them, and that it was a 
devil's eye that would scorch up whoever looked at it 
too long — in fact, they called it the Valley of the Eye 
— that if I bothered about it I should be killed for 
raising their devil. But I puzzled over the thing to 
myself day and night, and determined to look into it 
further. 

*' At last the opportunity came. I was out on the 
berg with one of the fellows one day, trying to get a 
shot at something, and gradually worked round to 
the place. Directly I got near it, he began to show 
the same signs of scare, but I paid no heed to him 
and just began to clamber down. It was an awful 
place to get at, though. After a good deal of danger- 
ous climbing I got to a kind of sloping terrace, all 
stones and dry dusty earth. While I was resting I 
stooped down to pick up a stone, and at the same 
time lifted a little bit of carbonized-looking stuff. 
Heavens, how I jumped ! It was a diamond. 

*' Didn't I look about for more ! I only found one, 
though ; and after a lot of fossicking round I began 
to think of going further down, when a most infernal 
row overhead altered my mind. There were all my 
Bushmen friends, the whole lot of them, jabbering in 
the most threatening manner; and, worse still, 
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they'd all got their bows and were about to take pot 
shots at me. Sore enough, I had only just time to 
get under a rock when a perfect shower of their little 
poison sticks came rattling about my ears. 

"Things now looked desperate. I daren't go up 
among them, and I couldn't move out of my shelter. 
They seemed afraid to come down and that was my 
only chance. I must wait until night. 

" All at once, as I lay crouching there, under cover 
from their deadly little arrows, a thought struck 
across my brain that made every drop of blood in my 
body tingle. That green, staring Eye which I had 
seen shining down there in the depths was nothing 
less than a diamond, and a diamond of enormous 
size. If only I could get at it. 

**But this is just what I couldn't do. To cut the 
tale short I waited until night and then descended 
further. There gleamed the Eye, brighter, more 
dazzling than ever. But between it and me was a 
big krantz, and I pulled up on the very brink, just in 
time to escape going over. And the place seemed 
edged in all round by krantzes. 

**My mind was made up. I'd come again. No 
use staying on now to be starved out and killed by 
those miserable little yellow devils. So I crept up to 
the top again, and, as I expected, the coast was clear. 
It doesn't matter how long I took to work my way 
down into civilized parts again.. 

" No rest for me after that. The idea of that huge 
stone — worth, maybe, tens of thousands of pounds, 
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lying there to be had for the picking up — ^left me 
no rest night or day. In six months I was back 
there again, me and a mate. But when we reached 
the spot where I first sighted the Eye it was not 
there. Nothing but pitch darkness. We felt pretty 
blank then, I can tell you. We waited till nearly 
dawn. Suddenly Jim gave a shout. 

" ' There it is ! * 

" There it was, too, glittering as before. Then it 
faded. And at that moment we had to 'fade' too, 
for a volley of arrows came whistling among us, 
and poor Jim fell with a dozen in him. 

'*I don't know how I got away, but I did, and 
that's all about it. The furious little devils came 
swarming from rock to rock, and I couldn't get in 
a fair shot at them. I had to run for my life, and 
if I hadn't known those awful mountains almost as 
well as they did I shouldn't have escaped either. 
I'm getting mortal weak, friend — stay — another drink 
of brandy. 

" What were you saying ? The thing couldn't have 
been a diamond 'cause a diamond can't shine till 
it's cut? I know that. But I believe this one is 
cut — split by some convulsion of Nature, polished, 
so to say, on one side. And there are 'stones* 
there, for we found two or three more, but of no 
size. 

"This last time — never mind it, I'm getting 
weaker. I'd better tell you how to get there while 
I can. Eide a full day due north beyond the great 
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river where you cross it from here — ^thirty miles 
maybe — two kloofs — one long poort/ Take the 
long poorty and follow it to the end. There are 
— two mountains — ^turret-headed — and a smaller one. 
Straight from — the smaller one — facing the setting 
sun — within — day's ride — and — beware — the schelm 
Bushmen. How dark — it is — good night, friend. 
Don't forget —The Valley of the Eye — ^you're a rich 
man " 

Thus closed the record of the dying adventurer. 
Commencing with all the verve of a darling topic, 
it ended in disjointed, fragmentary sentences, as 
the flickering life- spark burned fainter and fainter. 
Yet there was something pathetic in the generosity 
of this man, a mere rough adventurer, gasping forth 
in the stupor of approaching death the history of, 
and clue to, his alluring, if somewhat dangerous, 
secret — his last breaths husbanded and strained, 
that he might benefit one who was a perfect stranger 
to himself, but under whose roof he had found a 
refuge — a place wherein he might die in peace, tended 
by kindly and sympathetic hands. 

To the two men, there in their lonely camp, it 
was as a voice from the dead speaking to them. 
Even Maurice Sellon, hard, reckless, selfish as he 
was, felt something of this among the varied emotions 
evolved by the almost miraculous reappearance of the 
lost document. 

* A poort ia a pass or defile as distiDct from a kloof, which is 
a mere terminable ravine. 
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Overhead, in the dark vault, myriads of stars 
twinkled and burned, one every now and again 
falling in a silent, ghostly streak. The creatures 
of the night, now fairly abroad, sent forth their wild 
voices far and near, and ever and anon the horses 
picketed close at hand would prick up their ears 
and snort, as they snuffed inquiringly the cool 
breaths of the darkness. 

" And you think that near enough, eh. Fanning ? " 

**I do. This time we shall find it — that is, if 
we are given half a show. We may have to fight, 
and we may have to run — ^in which case we must 
try again another time. But the great thing is to 
find it. I have never been able to do so yet. Find 
it. The fighting is a secondary consideration." 

"Then you really think these Bushmen are still 
knocking about the spot?" said Sellon, uneasily, 
with a furtive glance around, as if he expected a flight 
of poisoned arrows to come pouring into the camp 
then and there. 

"Undoubtedly. But they are a wandering crew. 
They may be there, or they may be a hundred miles 
oflf. However, the fact that they have only interfered 
with me once out of the four attempts I have made 
is proof that the chances in our favour are three to 
one. That's pretty fair odds, isn't it ? " 

" Yes ; I suppose so. But, I say. Fanning, humbug 
apart, do you really mean to say you've made four 
trips all by yourself into that infernal country ? All 
by yourself, too ? " 
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"Certainly. It's odd, by the way, what money 
will do —or the want of it. If I had a comfortable 
sufficiency, even, I'd let the thing go hang — make 
it over to you or any other fellow, and welcome. 
But here I am, desperately hard up — stone-broke, 
in fact. And I have a good few years more to live 
in this world, and one can't live on air. So one 
must risk something. But, mind you, I don't care 
for inordinate wealth. I only want enough to be 
able to steer clear of pinching — perhaps help other 
fellows along a ,bit — at any rate, to move on equal 
terms with the rest of mankind." 

"Well, you're moderate enough, anyhow," said 
Sellon. "Now, I could never have too much. By 
Jove ! if we do succeed, eh ? Only think of it ! " 

"I've thought of it so often, Sellon. I must be 
ifsed to the idea. But, as I said, it's only a case 
of rolling on tranquilly — no more pinching or scraping, 
with the ghastly alternative of borrowing. That's all 
I care about." 

The quiet, unimpassioned tone, so different to the 
suppressed excitement which he had brought to bear 
on the subject when it was first mentioned, struck 
the other all of a sudden. But for himself and his 
own presence. Fanning would likely enough have 
been as keen on this treasure hunt as he used to be 
— keener perhaps. And like a glimmer upon Maurice 
Sellon's selfish soul came the idea. What if Fanning 
were trying to enrich him for Violet's sake ? Yet 
could it be ? Such a stupendous act of eelf-abnegation 
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was clean outside his own experience of the world 
and human nature — ^which experience was not small. 

The night was wearing on. Suddenly a loud and 
frightful sound — so near that it caused both men to 
raise themselves on their elbows, Eenshaw leisurely, 
Sellon quickly and with a start — echoed forth upon 
the night. The horses pricked up their ears and 
snorted and tugged violently at their (luckily for 
themselves) restraining reimSy trembling in every limb. 

A dull red glow threw forward the razor-like edge 
of the cliff overhanging the camp. Silhouetted 
against this, looming blackly as though sculptured in 
bronze, stood the mighty form of a huge lion. 

Again that terrible roar pealed forth, booming and 
rumbling away in sullen echoes among the krantzes. 
Then the red moon arose over the head of the 
majestic beast, the grim Monarch of the Night roar- 
ing defiance against those who dared invade his 
desert domain. For a moment he stood there fully 
outlined, then vanished as though melting into 
empty air, 

** Lucky, I took the precaution of building a schanz 
— eh ? " said Eenshaw, quietly heaping fresh logs on 
to the fire. 

" By Jove ! it is,'* acquiesced Sellon, a little over- 
awed. 



N 
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CHAPTEB XXIII. 

FOLLOWING THE CLUE. 

It takes a little time to get used to sleeping out in 
the open, and on the hard ground. The latter the 
novice is apt to find hard indeed. There is always 
that refractory lump or stone just under his hip-bone, 
and by the time he has removed this, or shifted his 
position, he only settles down to find two similar 
sources of affliction where there was but one before. 
If timid, he will think of snakes ; if nervous, he will be 
momentarily imagining some cold creeping thing 
crawling over his ear or sneaking inside the legs of 
his trousers. Add to this the novelty of the situation 
and the hundred and one varying voices of the night, 
which combine to keep him awake, and it follows 
that however alluring to the embryo traveller may be 
the prospect of *' camping out," the reality is less 
pleasant — ^till he gets used to it. 

Benshaw, remarking that their late formidable 
visitant needn't have wished them good night quite 
so loudly, rolled himself in a blanket, and in ten 
minutes was fast asleep. But Sellon, being new to 
this kind of thing, speedily fell a victim to each and 
all of the little inconveniences above detailed, and 
passed a most uncomfortable and restless night. 
The howling of the hysenas, mingling with the shriller 
" yap " of the hunting jackal, sounded continuous — 
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then just as he was dropping off into a doze, the load 
"baugh! baugh!'* of a troop of baboons on the 
mountain-side started him wide awake again, his 
first impression being that their late visitor was 
prowling around, intent on cultivating a closer ac- 
quaintance. Twice, indeed, he did hear that 
thundrous, mu£9ed roar, which once heard is so 
unmistakable, but it was in the far distance. On the 
whole, therefore, all unrested as he was, he felt 
anything but sorry when his companion, looking out 
from under his blanket, stared at the stars, then 
leisurely sat up. 

'* By Jove ! I've been envying you,'* growled 
Sellon. "You've been sleeping like a log, and I've 
hardly closed my eyes all night." 

** Not, eh ? Ah, I forgot you're not used to this sort 
of thing. You soon will be, though, ^um in again 
a little longer, while I brew the coffee." 

" Coffee ! Why, man, it isn't daylight yet ! " 

" No, but in a few minutes it will be. However, 
you lie still. Try and snatch another hour's snooze, 
I'll see to everything." 

He was as good as his word. When Sellon awoke 
— not in another hour, but rather more than two — 
the sun was already up, but his comrade was no- 
where to be seen, nor were the horses. There was 
the coffee-kettle, however, handy by the fire, and 
some biscuit. Having absorbed a steaming cup or 
two, Sellon lighted his pipe and felt better. 

A double report sounded from some way along the 
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river-bank then and there. In abont twenty minutes 
Benshaw returned. 

''I've been marketing/' he said^ turning half a 
dozen ring-doves out of his pocket. " These little 
jokers are not half bad when grilled on the coals, 
and they don't take long to cook. To-night will be 
the last time we can make a fire, until we find our- 
selves here again — that is, if we come back this way." 

"Well, I shall go and get a swim," said Maurice, 
jumping up and stretching himself. 

" A swim ? Hold hard. Where will you get it ? " 

"In the river, of course," was the astonished 
answer. But Benshaw shook his head. 

"You'd better not try it, Sellon. It isn't safe." 

"Why? AlHgators?" 

" Yes. You can't go into deep water. But there's 
a shallow a little way up, where you can have a good 
splash. It's only a matter of a few inches if you 
keep close to the bank — and you must keep close to it 
too. I've been in myself this morning — and by the 
same token it's the last chance of tubbing we shall 
get. I'll go as far as the rise and point you out the 
place." 

Half an hour later 8ellon returned, reinvigorated 
by his bath and clamouring for breakfast. 

The birds had been plucked and spread upon the 
embers, split open, spatchcock fashion, and when 
ready afforded our travellers a toothsome breakfast. 
Then they saddled up. 

"We shan't do our thirty miles to-day," said 
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Benshaw^ as they rode along. ^' We started too late. 
But that won't greatly matter. We have plenty of 
time, and it's better to keep the horses fresh than to 
rush them through." 

" So it is. But, I say, this place is like the Umti- 
rara Valley, minus the bush and the greenness." 

It was. As they rode on, the desolate wildness 
of the defile increased. Bocky slopes sparsely grown 
with stunted bush, the usual clifif formation cleaving 
the sky-line. Boulders large and small studded the 
valley, lying like so many houses on the hillsides or 
piled up in unpleasantly obstructive profusion, right 
along the line of march. Of animal life there was 
little enough. Here and there an armour-plated 
tortoise stalking solemnly among the stones, or a 
large bird of prey circling overhead — but of game, no 
sign. As the sun mounted higher and higher, pour- 
ing bis rays into the defile as though focussed through 
a burning glass, the heat tried Sellon severely. 

" This is awful," he growled, for the fiftieth time, 
mopping his steaming face. '^ Is it going to be like 
this all the way ? " 

"It may be. But we shall have to do most of our 
moving about at night. We can take it easy now 
and off- saddle, and trek on again towards sundown. 
Until we actually begin our search, I know the 
ground by heart. Come now, Sellon, you must keep 
up your determination. It's beastly trying, I know, 
for an unseasoned chap ; but think of the end." 

"I believe I'll get a sunstroke first," was the 
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dejected reply, as the speaker floDg himself wearily 
on the ground* 

" Not a bit of it. Here, have a drop of liquor — 
but you'd better take it weak, or it'll do more harm 
than good." And getting out a pannikin Benshaw 
poured in a little of the contents of his flask, judi- 
ciously diluting it from the water-skin slung across 
the pack-horse. 

This water-skin, by the way, was an ingenious con- 
trivance of his own, and of which he was not a little 
proud. Like its Eastern prototype — ^upon which it 
was modelled — it consisted of the dressed skin of a 
good-sized Angora kid — one of the legs serving for the 
spout. 

"Not a bad dodge, eh?" acquiesced Renshaw, in 
response to his companion's remark. ''The water 
has a leathery taste, I admit, but it's better than none 
at all. I hit upon the idea when I first began these 
expeditions. Something of the kind was absolutely 
essential. Trekking with waggons you carry the 
ordinary vaai^e — a small drum-shaped keg — slung 
between the wheels, but it's an inconvenient thing to 
load up on a horse — in fact, the second attempt I 
made the concern got loose and rolled the whole way 
down a mountain-side — of course, splintering to 
atoms. Besides, this thing holds more and keeps 
the water cooler. I came near dying of thirst that 
time, being three nights and two days without a drop 
of anything; for this is a mighty dry country, I 
needn't tell you." 
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" What if the whole yarn should turn out moon- 
shine after all?" said Sellon, with the despondency 
of a thoroughly exhausted man. '* There's one thing 
about it that looks fishy. How could what's his 
name — Greenway — wounded as he was, fetch your 
place in two or three days ? Why, it'll take us nearly 
a week to do it — ^if not quite." 

" That very thing struck me at first," said Een- 
shaw, quietly, shredding up a piece of Boer tobacco. 
"My impression is, he didn't come back the same 
way he went. You see, he knew the country 
thoroughly. He may have taken a short cut and 
come straight over the mountains. For I'm pretty 
sure the way we are taking is an altogether round- 
about one." 

" Then why couldn't the fellow have told you the 
shorter one, instead of sending us round three sides 
of a square ? " 

'' That's soon explained. In the first place, this 
way is easier to find, the landmarks more unmis* 
takable, and the travelling better. In the second, you 
must remember the poor old chap was at his last 
gasp. It's a good thing for you, Sellon, that he was, 
for if he had only lived half an hour longer — even a 
quarter — he'd have given fuller details and I should 
have found the place long ago. Look how disjointed 
the last part of his story is, just the main outlines, 
trusting to me to fill in detail. I tell you, it was 
quite pitiable to see the manful effort he made to 
keep up until he had said his say." 
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Later in the afternoon, the heat having somewhat 
abated, they resumed their way, which grew at every 
mile more rough and toilsome, between those lofty 
walls, winding round a spur, only to find a succession 
of similar spurs further on. Then the sun went off 
the defile, and a coolness truly refreshing succeeded. 
Renshaw, leading the way, held steadily on, for there 
was light enough from the great sparkling canopy 
above to enable them to more than distinguish out- 
line. At length the moon rose. 

'' Look ahead, Sellon, and tell me if you see any* 
thing," said Benshaw at last. 

" See anything ? Why, no. Stop a bit, though " 
— shading his eyes. " Yes. This infernal valley has 
come to an end. There's a big precipice bang ahead 
of us. We can't get any further." 
" Not, eh ? WeU, now, look to the left." 
Sellon obeyed. At right angles to the valley they 
had been ascending, and which here opened out into 
a wide basin barred in front by the cliff referred to, 
ran another similar defile. 

'^ There it is," continued Benshaw, in a satisfied 
tone. ''That's the *long poort' mentioned by 
Green way — and " — pointing to the right — " there are 
the ' two kloofs.' " 

It was even as he said. The situation corresponded 
exactly. 

*' We'll go into camp now," said Benshaw. *' Let's 
see what you'll think of my ' hotel.' " 
Turning off the track they had been pursuing, 
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Benshaw led the way up a slight accliyity. A nnmber 
of boulders lay strewn around in a kind of natural 
Stonehenge. In the midst was a circular depression, 
containing a little water, the remnant of the last 
rainfall. 

"Look there," he went on, pointing out a smoke- 
blackened patch against the rock. " That's my old 
fireplace. Our blaze will be quite hidden, as much 
as it can be anywhere, that is. So now we'll set to 
work and make ourselves snug." 

Until he became too fatigued to suffer his mind to 
dwell upon anything but his own discomfort, Sellon 
had been cudgelling his brains to solve the mystery 
of the resuscitated document, but in vain. He was 
almost inclined at last to attribute its abstraction and 
recovery to the agency of the dead adventurer's ghost. 

But the solution of the mystery was a very simple 
one, and if Sellon deserves to be left in the darkness 
of perplexity by reason of the part he played in the 
matter, the reader does not. So we may briefly refer 
to an incident which, unknown to the former, had 
occurred on the evening of Benshaw's return to his 
most uninviting home. 

He had been very vexed over the French leave 
taken by his retainer, as we have seen. But, when 
his anger against old Dirk was at its highest, the 
latter's consort, reckoning the time had come for 
playing the trump card, produced a dirty roll of 
paper. Handing it to her master, she recommended 
him to take care of it in future. 
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Benshaw's surprise as he recognized its identity was 
something to witness — ahnost as great as Sellon*s. 
He had been going about all these weeks, thinking the 
record of his precious secret as secure as ever, and all 
the while it was in the dubious care of a slovenly old 
Koranna woman. 

But on the subject of how it came into her pos- 
session old Eaatje was reticent. She had taken care 
of it while the Baas was sick — and, but for her, it 
might have been lost beyond recovery. More than 
this he could not extract — except an earnest recom- 
mendation to look after it better in the future. How- 
ever, its propitiatory object was accomplished, and 
he could not do otherwise than pardon the defaulting 
Dirk, on the spot. 

The fact was, she had witnessed the stranger's 
doubtful proceedings, and having her suspicions had 
determined to watch him. When she saw him 
deliberately steal her master's cherished ''charm," 
she thought it was time to interfere. She had accord- 
ingly crept up to the open window and reft the paper 
out of Sellon's hand — as we have seen. 

So poor old Greenway's ghost may rest absolved in 
the matter, likewise the Enemy of mankind and the 
pretematurally accomplished baboon. And, although 
she did not state as much, the fact was that the 
Koranna woman had intended to return the document 
upon Benshaw's recovery, but had refrained, on seeing 
him about to take his departure in company with the 
strange Baas, whom she distrusted, and not without 
good reason. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE TWO TUBBET-HEADS. 

*' Hurrah ! The scent is getting warm," cried Sellon, 
as winding round a spur they came into full view of 
a huge coffee-canister-shaped mountain. 

It was the end of the third day's trek. Making an 
early start from the . snug camping-place where we 
last saw them they had pushed steadily on until the 
heat of the day became too oppressive. Then after a 
long rest they had resumed their march, and now it 
was evening. 

" Yes, but it'll have to get warmer still to be of 
much use," replied Renshaw. " Look ! There's the 
other turret-head." 

High aloft, rising from behind the slope of the first, 
a great '* elbow " of cliff started into view. Then a 
turn of their road once more hid it from sight. 

*' There are the two referred to by poor old Green- 
way," said Renshaw. ** The third, the smaller one, 
lies beyond them to the north-west." 

"Eh? Then why on earth are we going in slap 
the opposite direction ? " 

For the "poort" they had been threading here 
came to an abrupt termination, splitting off into a 
gradually ascending kloof on each side of the first 
of the two great mountains. Without a moment's 
hesitation Renshaw had taken the left-hand one — 
heading indeed south-westerly. 
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** You can't get anywhere by the other way, Sellon, 
Nothmg but blind alleys ending in a krantz/' 

Half an hour or so of rough uphill travelling, and 
they halted on a grassy nek. And now the two great 
mountains stood forth right against their line of 
march. Rising up, each in a steep, unbroken grassy 
slope, they could not have been less than three thou- 
sand feet from the valley which girdled their base 
like the trench of an old Boman encampment. The 
crest of each was belted around by a smooth per- 
pendicular wall of cliflf of about a third of the height 
of the mountain itself, gleaming bronze red in the 
shimmering glow, barred here and there with livid 
perpendicular streaks, showing where a colony of 
aasvogels had found a nesting-place, possibly from 
time immemorial, among the ledges and crannies 
upon its inaccessible face. 

'*By Jove ! " cried Sellon, as, after a few minutes* 
halt, they rode along the hillside opposite to and 
beneath the two majestic giants. *'By Jove, but I 
never saw such an extraordinary formation ! Some 
of those turret-heads we passed on our way down to 
Selwood's were quaint enough — but these beat any- 
thing. Why, they're as like as two peas. And — the 
size of them. I say, though, what a view of the 
country we should get from the top." 

" Should ! Yes, if we could only reach it. But 
we can't. The krantz is just as impracticable all 
round as on this side. I tried the only place that 
looked like a way, once. It's round at the back of 
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the second one. There's a narrow rocky fissure all 
trailing with maidenhair-fern — masses and masses of 
it. Well, I suppose I climbed a couple of hundred 
feet, and had to give up. Moreover, it took me the 
best part of the day to come down again, for if I 
hadn't called all my nerve into play, and patience 
too, it would only have taken a fraction of a second — 
and — ^the fraction of every bone in my anatomy. No. 
Those summits will never be trodden by mortal foot — 
unless some fellow lands there in a balloon, that is." 
An hour of further riding and they had reached the 
extreme end of the second gigantic turret. Here 
again was a grassy nefc, connecting the base of the 
latter with the rugged and broken ridges on the left. 
Hitherto they had been ascending by an easy gradient. 
Now Renshaw, striking oflf abruptly to the right, led 
the way obliquely down a steep rocky declivity. 
Steeper and steeper it became, till the riders deemed 
it advisable to dismount and lead. Slipping, scram- 
bling, sliding among the loose stones, the staunch 
steeds stumbled on. Even the pack-horse, a game 
little Basuto pony, appointed to that office by reason 
of his extra sure-footedness, was within an ace of 
coming to grief more than once, while Sellon's larger 
steed actually did turn a complete somersault, luckily 
without sustaining any injury, but causing his owner 
to bless his stars he was on his own feet at the time. 
The second great turret-head, foreshortened against 
the sky, now disappeared, shut back from view by the 
steep fall of the ground. 
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^* We have touched bottom at last/* said Benshaw, 
asy to the unspeakable relief of the residue of the 
party — equine no less than human — comparatively 
level ground was reached. But the place they were 
now in looked like nothing so much as a dry stony 
river-bed. Barely a hundred yards in width, it was 
shut in on either side by gloomy krantzes, sheering 
up almost from the level itself. 

** What a ghastly hole ! " said Maurice, whom the 
dismal aspect of the gorge depressed. ^^ How much 
further are these tunnel-like infernos going to last, 
Fanning ? I swear it felt like a glimpse of daylight 
again, when we were riding up there past the two 
canister-headed gentry just now." 

"I shouldn't have thought you were such an 
imaginative chap, Sellon." 

**Well, you see, this everlasting feeling of being 
shut in is dismal work. Beastly depressing, don't 
you know." 

'' You must make up your mind to it a little longer. 
Th.re's a water-hole about an hour from here, and 
there we'll oflf-saddle and lie by for a snooze. By the 
way, it's dry here, isn't it ? " 

*^ Qhastly ! It looks like a place where a stream 
should be running, too." 

"Well, I've seen such a roaring, racing, moun- 
tainous torrent galloping down here, that there wasn't 
foothold for man or beast anywhere between these 
krantzes. By-the-by, you may devoutly pray that 
there's no rain during the next few days. A thunder- 



THE TWO TURRET-HEADS. 191 

8torm in the mountains higher up would set the whole 
of this place humming with water." 

The sun had left them, and the grey dead silence 
of the savage defile seemed to echo back the tones of 
their voices and the clink of the horses' hoofs, with 
abnormal clearness. Sellon eyed the grim rock walls 
towering over their heads, and growled. 

" Well, it's a beastly place, as I said before. And 
talking about water, that's the worst of this country 
— you always have either not enough or else too 
much of it. All the same, I'm glad to hear we 
shall soon have some to dilute our grog with to- 
night. This rattling over stones is dry and throaty 
work, and the water in your leathern thing must 
have touched boiling point by now. What's the 
row ? " 

The last came in a ^uick, startled tone. Benshaw 
bad suddenly slid from his saddle, and was picking 
up some of the large stones which lay in such plentiful 
profusion. As he arose from this occupation a great 
rolling, writhing shape became apparent upon a 
sandspit barely a dozen yards oflf. Up went the 
hideous head into the air, waving to and fro above 
the great heaving coil, and the cruel eyes scintillated 
with a baleful fire. The horses backed and shied in 
alarm, snorting violently. Shorter and shorter became 
the movements of the head, and the forking tongue 
protruded as the formidable reptile emitted a blood- 
curdling hiss. Maurice Sellon felt himself shudder- 
ing with horror and repulsion as he gazed for the 
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first time upon the glistening, check-patterned coils of 
a large python. 

Whizz ! Whack ! The stone launched from Een- 
shaw's practised hand just grazed the waving neck, 
knocking splinters from the rock behind. With 
another appalling hiss, the creature, its head still 
aloft, began to uncoil, as if with the object of rushing 
upon its antagonist. 

Whack ! With unerring aim, with the velocity of 
a catapult, the second stone came full in contact with 
the muscular writhing neck. The frightful head 
dropped as if by magic, and the great scaly coils heaved 
and sprawled about on the sand in a dying agony. 

** Broken his neck,'* said Renshaw, cautiously ap- 
proaching the expiring reptile, and letting into him 
with the remaining stones be held in his left hand. 
" Python. Twelve feet if he's an inch." 

'* Good old shot ! First-rate ! *' cried Maurice, en- 
thusiastically. '*I say, old chap, I envy you. A 
great wriggling brute like that makes me sick only to 
look at him. Pah ! " he added, with a shudder. 

'^ Look out for his mate,*' said Benshaw, remount- 
ing. *' Pythons often go in couples. And I am sorry 
to say there are a good many snakes about here." 

'' Baugh ! Ban— augh ! " 

The loud sonorous bark echoed forth in startling 
suddenness among the overhanging cliffs. But it 
didn't seem to come from high overhead. It sounded 
almost in their path. 

^^ Baboons ! " said Benshaw. '' They must be all 
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round our water-hole. There they are. No — on no 
account fire." 

The poort here widened out. Grassy slopes arose 
to the base of the cliffs. In the centre lay a rocky 
pool, whose placid surface glittered mirror-like in the 
gloaming. But between this and the horsemen was 
a crowd of dark, uncouth shapes. Again that loud 
warning bark sounded forth — this time overhead, but 
so near that it struck upon the human ear as almost 
menacing. 

" Baboons, eh ? " said Sellon, catching sight of the 
brutes. ** I'm going to charge them." 

Benshaw smiled quietly to himself. 

*' Charge away," he said. ** But whatever you do, 
don't fire a shot. It may bring down upon us a very 
different sort of obstructive than a clompje of baviaans, 
and then this undertaking is one more added to 
the list of failures, even if we get out with whole 
skins." 

But Maurice hardly heard him to the end, as, 
spurring up his horse, he dashed straight at the 
troop of baboons. The latter, for their kind, were 
abnormally large. There might have been about 
threescore of the great ungainly brutes, squatting 
around on the rocks which overhung the pool. 

As the horseman galloped up they could be seen 
baring their great tusks, grinning angrily. But they 
did not move. 

Sellon had not bargained for this. The great apes, 
squatted together, showing an uimioved front to the 
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aggressor, looked sufficiently formidable, not to say 
threatening. Sellon*s pace slowed down to a walk 
before he got within sixty yards of them. Then he 
halted and sat staring irresolutely at the hideous 
beasts. Still they showed no sort of disposition to 
give way. For a few moments both parties stood 
thus eyeing each other. 

All of a sudden, led by about a dozen of the largest, 
the whole troop of hairy monsters came shambling 
forward — gibbering and gnashing their great tusks in 
unpleasantly suggestive fashion. A second more, and 
Sellon would have turned tail and fled ignominiously, 
when — 

Whizz I Whack-whack ! whack ! A perfect shower 
of sharp stones came pelting into the thick of the 
ugly crowd with the swiftness and accuracy of a 
Winchester rifle, knocking out eyes, battering hairy 
limbs, playing havoc among them, like a charge of 
grape-shot. With yells of pain and terror, the brutes 
turned and fled, scampering up the rocks in all 
directions. 

Renshaw, guessing the turn events were likely to 
take, had quietly dismounted, and, filling his hands 
and pockets with stones, had advanced to the support 
of his now discomfited friend. 

" Those brutes don't understand us quite," he said, 
after the roar of laughter evoked by this sudden turn 
in the tide of affairs had subsided. ^^ One shot 
would have sent them scampering, but we dared not 
fire it. They are not used to the human form divine 
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in this wilderness, but they won't forget that born* 
bardment in a hurry." 

"By Jingo! no. Fancy being obstructed by a 
herd of monkeys. All the same, old chap, they did 
look ugly sitting there champing their tusks at one 
like that." 

*' So they did. Now we'll let our horses drink, and 
then adjourn to our sleeping-place. We mustn't camp 
too near the water, because the krantzes swarm with 
tigers,* to say nothing of worse cattle, who might 
interfere with us if we kept them from their nightly 
drink. And we can't light a fire to-night." 

CHAPTEE XXV. 

*' A REGION OP EMPTINESS, HOWLING AND DREAR.'* 

Eight up under the cliff — the beetling rock overhead, 
the slope of the hillside falling away into the basin 
above described — did our adventurers make their 
fireless camp. But though fireless they were under 
no lack of ingredients for a substantial meal, nor of 
the wherewithal to wash it down satisfactorily; 
which latter fact was perhaps the better appreciated 
from the* certainty of this being the last water they 
should find until their return. 

*' Queer thing this sort of contrast, Fanning," said 
Sellon, who with his back against the rock was 
blowing tobacco clouds with postprandial content- 
ment. " I suppose some of these evenings, when one 

♦ Leopards. 
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gets back into dress clothes and heavy dinner-parties 
again, one will look back to this crouch under a big 
cliff as a kind of dream/* 

*' I suppose so. Tet man is a would-be adaptable 
animal, after all. I remember a chap, an English- 
man, who was with me sea-cow shooting up on the 
Tonga border* He had an idea of doing at Bome 
as Romans do, so he got hold of a Zulu mutya* and 
cut about in nothing but that and a pair of canvas 
shoes. We were after the hippos in a boat, and it 
was risky, too — for the river was full of crocodiles — 
in case a hippo should tilt us over. Well, before we 
had pushed off an hour, the joker was burnt red, and 
in less than two was literally skinned alive. He 
didn't kill any sea-cows that day/' 

''Battling sport, that sea-cow shooting must be. 
What do you say. Fanning, when we've found our 
Golconda, to starting a shooting-trip bang into the 
interior? Hallo! What's that giving tongue? 
Sounds for all the world like a pack of foxhounds." 

A shrill, long-drawn, baying chorus came floating 
upon the night-air, but very distant. Then it drew 
nearer, then faded again, then plainer still, then 
seemed to die away fainter and fainter in the distance. 
The chorus, borne upon the night in fluctuating 
waves of sound, blended in wild harmony with the 
frowning heights and untrodden desolation of this 
out-of-the^world gorge. 

♦ A kind of apron— pretty scanty in dimcnsionB. It is usually 
made of cat-tails and bullock-hide. 
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"Wild dogs," said Eenshaw, listening intently. 
" They're hunting something— running it pretty 
closely, too, or they wouldn't be tonguing like that. 
By the way, talking of wild dogs, I had an experience 
with them once which was very much akin to that 
one of yours with the baboons a little while ago. I 
was returning from a trip into the Gaza country, 
with a waggon, and knocking around to shoot some- 
thing, I fell in with a clump of giraffes. They were 
shier than usual, and led me a long chevy. I only 
managed to wound one — not badly enough— and then 
it got dark. My horse was rather done up, and I 
didn't quite know where I was. Then it became 
obvious I shouldn't fetch the waggon again that 
night. 

" Just as I was casting about for a good place to 
camp, I heard a whimper close at hand. The veldt 
was sprinkled about with clumps of mimosa and 
other thorns — in parts thickish — and all of a sudden 
the horse threw up his ears and began to snort. I 
looked up. There, right in front, squatted on their 
haunches in a semicircle, not a hundred yards off, 
were a lot of wild dogs. Couldn't have been less 
than forty of them. I just gave a shout and rushed 
at them. But they didn't move until I got within 
twenty yards, and then they got up, cantered away 
the same distance, and squatted down again. Then 
I lost patience, and picking out a big one, just bowled 
the brute over as he sat. He stiffened out without 
a yelp, but the rest didn't seem to care. So I stuck 
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in another cartridge, and stretched out another, and 
rushed at them at the same time. They scattered 
then, but in no hurry. Now, I thought, I'll ride 
on. But I happened to look back to see if they had 
dropped off. Not a bit of it. The brutes were 
quietly trotting along in my wake. Again I turned 
back. They just stopped, and squatted down as 
before. 

'' Now I had never known wild dogs act like this, 
the difficulty being, as a rule, to get within shot of 
them at all, and I own to a kind of eerie feeling as 
I marked the persistency of these ordinarily sneaking 
and cowardly brutes, sitting on their haunches there 
in the dusk, licking their lips as if they knew I was 
for them. Tou see it wasn't so much on their 
account I felt shivery, but it looked as if they knew 
what I didn't — ^like the old superstition, if it be a 
superstition, of a shark following a ship, pointing to 
an approaching death on board, or the actual fact of 
a lot of aasvogels watching a wounded buck, or a 
wounded anything. 

''All of a sudden, I became conscious of a most 
sickening and overpowering stench. By that time 
it was almost dark — ^but not too dark to make out 
objects indistinctly — and the objects that caught my 
eye at that moment were sufficiently hideous and 
appalling. All around, the veldt was strewn with 
human corpses — swollen and decomposed, torn and 
mangled by wild animals, or ripped and hacked by 
the assegais of their slayers. They were natives. 
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and of all ages and sexes, lying about in contorted 
attitudes, some heaped upon each other, the fright- 
fully distorted countenances staring up at the sky. 
Pah ! it was sickening, I tell you, coming upon this 
in the dusk. There seemed no end of them, and 
they were scattered as if cut down while fleeing. I 
learned afterwards it was the result of a Matabili 
raid. Well, this find accounted in a measure for the 
boldness of the wild dogs. They had been largely 
feeding on the human form divine, and had acquired 
a proportionate contempt for the same." 

*'What an experience!" said Sellon, whom this 
story, told amid the dark and savage surroundings 
of their fireless camp, considerably impressed. " You 
must have seen some uncommonly queer things in 
your time. Fanning ? " 

The other smiled slightly. 

**Well, yes, I have. This is a land of strange 
experiences, although prosaic enough on the surface. 
I hope none will befall us before we get home again 
— always excepting the strange experience of finding 
ourselves rich men in the shape of what we are 
looking for.*' 

"By the way, whereabouts was it you were 
attacked that time ? Anywhere near here ? *' 

*' About half an hour's ride further on. The poort 
narrows very much, and the cliffs are not nearly so 
high. It was just sundown, and I was jogging 
quietly along homewards very much down on my 
luck over the third failure, when bang came a shower 
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of assegais and arrows and kerries^ hurtling about 
the rocks like a young hailstorm. I spurred up then, 
you bet ; but the ground is beastly rough, as you've 
seen, and the enemy could get along as fast as I 
could — besides, I had a brute of a pack-horse that 
wouldn't lead properly. They chased me down to 
where we first entered this defile, and by that time it 
was dark — ^luckily for me. As it was, I only shook 
them oflf by sacrificing the pack-horse." 

*' Now, how the deuce did you manage that ? " 
''Why, I knew they'd reckon on me taking the 
shortest cut for the river. So when I got out of the 
poort at the bottom of the turret-head mountain — 
you remember that steep little slope where your horse 
turned a somersault — I put on pace a little so as to 
get a start. Then I stuck a burr under the pack- 
horse's tail and cast him loose. Away he went, 
slanting off into the other poort, which seems to lead 
towards the river, while I lay low. I could see the 
devils skipping down the poort on his heels, in high 
old glee. In the night I moved on again, striking 
due north, and after making nearly a week's cast — 
and nearly dying of hunger and thirst— I fetched up 
at the drift we came through day before yesterday. 
And, by the way, I think old Greenway was wrong 
in saying, 'Beware the schelm Bushmen.' Those 
chaps struck me as more like Eorannas. There were 
some quite big fellows among them." 

The time and place were singularly appropriate 
to the narration of wild and perilous experiences. 
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Bat this latest in no wise tended to raise the listener's 
spirits. Sellon was not of the stuff of which adven- 
turers are made. He was keen enough on this 
expedition and the dazzling possibilities it held out. 
But he didn't want to be killed or wounded if he 
could help it. No such thing as going into danger 
out of pure love of excitement found a place in his 
philosophy. He was not imaginative, yet the idea 
of being struck down by an unseen enemy, or worse 
still, perhaps, dragging himself away mortally 
wounded to die like an animal in a hole or cave, in 
the heart of this frightful desert, a multitude of foul 
and loathsome beasts howling for his blood, perad- 
venture waiting till mortal weakness should embolden 
them to pounce on him before life was extinct — these 
considerations struck home to him now, and fairly 
made him shiver. 

"By-the-by, Sellon," said the careless voice of 
his companion, " do you think you'd be able to find 
your way back to the river again ? " 

*' Now, why the deuce should you ask that. Fan- 
ning ? " was the testy rejoinder. 

" Oh, naturally enough. I wanted to know ! " said 
Benshaw, astonished somewhat. *' Besides, supposing 
anything happened to me — and a hundred things 
might happen — could you find your way out ? " 

" Well, it's certainly an infernal labyrinth so far, 
and I suppose likely to get worse. Still, I'll take 
extra notice of the landmarks," growled Sellon. 

Then he rolled himself up in his blanket to turn 
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in, characteristically leaving his companion to do 
whatever watching was necessary. And there was 
some of the latter to be done^ for ever and anon the 
scream of a leopard away among the crags, or the 
growling snuffle of some beast, unseen in the dark- 
ness, slaking his thirst at the waterhole just below, 
would cause the horses to snort wildly, and tug and 
strain at their picket reimz in alarm. It needed the 
sound of a human voice, the touch of a human hand, 
and that frequently, to allay their fears — peradventure 
to prevent them from breaking loose and galloping 
madly off into the night ; and however his less inured 
companion may have been able to revert to more 
congenial scenes in the blissful illusions of dreams, 
there was little sleep that night for Benshaw 
Fanning. 



CHAPTEB XXVI. 

selwood's dilemma. 

The post at Sunningdale was a weekly, not a daily 
event. Happy Sunningdale ! 

It was conveyed from the nearest Field Comet's, 
by a ragged native, bestriding a still more ragged 
pony, and who was " run " by general contribution 
on the part of those residents whose letters he de- 
livered. 

We have said that the postal delivery at Sunning- 
dale was a weekly, event. After rainy weather, when 
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the Umtirara and other rivers were down, it was a 
fortnightly business; sometimes even three weeks 
would go by without postal communication with the 
outer world. Happy, happy Sunningdale ! 

To-day, however, the courier was up to time, and 
Christopher Selwood, unlocking the weather-beaten 
leather bag, began to sort and distribute its contents. 

" Miss Avory — Miss Avory — Miss Avory — ^heavens ! 
There's no end to them. We shall have the postboy 
striking for double pay if Miss Avory's correspondents 
don't hold their hand." 

Violet — devouring with her eyes the contents of 
the bag as they came forth — laughed at her host's 
remark, but the laugh was a hollow one. The mis- 
sive she hungered for was not there. True, she had 
expected this contingency sooner or later— yet now 
that it had come it did not seem, any the less poignant. 
Every post hitherto had brought letters from her 
lover, each with a different postmark. Now his 
silence meant that he was beyond the reach of any 
such civilized institutions. She would see no more 
of his handwriting until she should again have heard 
the sound of his voice. But — what if it were fated 
that never again should she hear that voice ? 

*' That's all the * hopes and fears ' this week," said 
Selwood, holding the leather bag upside down. Then 
gathering up the bundle of his own correspondence 
he crammed it carelessly into his pocket and went 
out. 
: There was some irrigating to be attended to down 
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at the ''lands," and for the next two hours Chris- 
topher was very busy. Then as he returned to the 
house, he suddenly remembered his unopened corre- 
spondence. It was near sundown, but there was 
half an hour to spare before counting-in time. 

Looking around, he espied a seat — the same rustic 
bench where we first witnessed Violet's stolen inter- 
view. The place was shady, and cool and inviting 
withal. Selwood sat down, and dragging the letters 
out of his pocket and having laid them out, face 
downwards, along the bench, proceeded to open them 
one by one. 

They were mostly of the ordinary kind — business 
letters relating to the sale of stock or corn — an 
oflScial notification or two — soon disposed of. But 
one he had opened near the last must have been of 
a different nature. First a puzzled look came into 
his eyes — then he guffawed aloud. 

*' Pray do not flatter yourself," began the missive, 
dispensing entirely with the regulation formality of 
opening — '' pray do not flatter yourself in the idea 
that I am in ignorance of your whereabouts. Clever 
as you may imagine yourself, not one of your dis- 
reputable movements takes place unknown to me. 
I know where you are now, and who is tvith you. But 
it is of no use. If you exercise your influence over 
that abandoned creature to the utmost she can never 
be anything but your mistress. For mark my words, 
Maurice Sellon, whatever you may do I will never 
set you free. Tou are bound to me by a tie that 
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nothing but my own will or my death can sever. But 
I will never consent to play into your villainous hands 

or into those of your creature Violet Avory *' 

*' Oh, good God in heaven/' cried Selwood, horror- 
stricken. **What in the world have I gone and 
done now ! ' Maurice Sellon ! Violet Avory ! ' Good 
Lord, what does it all mean ? " Then, instinctively 
he did what he should have done at first, turned the 
sheet to glance at the signature. There it was. 
" Your shamefully injured wife, 

^'Adela Sellon.'* 

** Oh, good Lord, I've done it now ! " he cried 
again, the horrible truth dawning upon him that he 
had not only opened and read another man's letter, 
but had surprised another man's secret, and that a 
secret of a peculiarly awkward nature. How he 
anathematized his carelessness. He snatched up 
the envelope, which he had thrown down among the 
others. There was the address — plain as a pikestaff. 
Yet, stay, not so very plain after all. It was directed 
** M. Sellon, Esq." But the long letters were dwarfed 
and the short extended. The '^ M " at a casual glance 
looked not unlike *' Ch," a common abbreviation on 
envelopes of Selwood's longish Christian name. 
Then like lightning, his memory sped back to the 
day of his guest's arrival and his own joke relative to 
each of them holding half their names in common. 
** We are both ' Sells,' " he had said with a laugh, and 
now into what a cursed mistake had that coincidence 
led him. 
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Poor Chris groaned aloud as he thought of the 
awkward position in which his carelessness had 
placed him. It would have been bad enough had the 
letter been of an ordinary nature. But being such 
as it was^ the probabilities that its real owner would 
believe in accident having anything to do with the 
matter were infinitesimal. No. He would certainly 
suspect him of a deliberate intention to pry into his 
affairs. And what made things worse was the fact of 
the other man being his guest. 

But only momentarily did this idea serve to divert 
his thoughts from the extreme awkwardness of his 
own position. Violet Avory was his guest, too ; and 
with far greater claim on his consideration than this 
stranger — for was she not under his care ? And as 
the full force of the disclosure with which he had 
so involuntarily become acquainted — and its con- 
sequences — struck home to his mind, honest Chris 
felt fired with hot anger against the absent Sellon. 
What business had the latter — a married man — 
laying himself out to win poor Violet's heart ? That 
he had succeeded — and thoroughly succeeded — had 
been only too obvious to every member of the 
Sunningdale household — and that for some time 
past. No, no. Sellon had abused his hospitality 
in a shameful manner, and in so doing had almost 
forfeited any claim to consideration. Had he learned 
the ugly secret in the ordinary way Christopher 
would not have hesitated for a moment. He would 
have forbidden Sellon the house in terms which 
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should leave no sort of margin for dispute. But 
then— the manner of his information. There lay 
the rub. Never in the whole course of his life had 
Christopher Selwood found himself in so difficult — 
so perplexing a situation. 

Then he did the very worst thing he could have 
done. He resolved to take his wife into confidence 
in the matter at once. Bundling the whole heap of 
correspondence into his pocket again, he rose, and 
took his way to the sheep-kraals for the evening 
count-in. But it is to be feared that if Gomfana or 
old Jacob had carelessly left a sheep or two in the 
veldt that evening ']^yo bono the jackals, their master 
was too uncertain in his count to be sure of it. ^ 

Mrs. Selwood* s indignation at the disclosure was 
as great as that of her husband, but the method by 
which that disclosure had come about, womanlike, 
she dismissed as a comparative trifle. Indeed, had 
she been the one to open the letter, it is pretty safe 
to assert that so far from resting content with the 
fragment which Christopher had found more than 
enough, she would have read it through to the bitter 
end. For to the feminine mind the axiom that '* the 
end justifies the means *' is a thoroughly sound one. 
Not one woman in fifty can resist the temptation of 
reading a letter which she is not meant to read when 
it is safe to do so, and not one in ten thousand if she 
suspects any particular reason why she should be 
left in ignorance of its contents. 

*'Well, now, Hilda, what's to be done?" said 
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Selwoocly when he had told her — for with scrupulous 
honour he had refused to let her see one word of 
the letter itself. It was only intended for one 
person's eyes. It was horribly unfortunate that two 
had seen it^ but it would be worse still to extend the 
privilege to a third. 

"What's to be done?" she echoed. ''It's a 
shocking business, and the man must be an arrant 
scoundrel. The only thing to be done is, in the first 
place, to request him not to return here ; in the next» 
to sound Violet herself. Things may not have gone 
so far as we think, but I'm very much afraid they 
have. Why, latterly the girl has become quite 
changed, and for a week or so before he left she could 
hardly bear him out of her sight." 

*' Yes, that'll be the best plan, I suppose," 
acquiesced Chris, ruefully. 

*' I hope Violet will show a proper amount of sense 
and self-respect," concluded Mrs. Selwood, in a tone 
which seemed to convey that the hope was but a 
forlorn one. *' But remember, Chris, we must take 
up a firm position and stand to it. The girl is very 
young, and we are responsible for her until she 
returns home, and indeed I begin to think the 
sooner she does that the better, now. She is very 
young, as I said, but she has turned one and twenty, 
and there's no knowing what mad suicidal act of 
folly a girl of her temperament, and legally her own 
mistress, may be capable of under these circum- 
stances." 
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" Itll be a difficult thing for me to explain matters 
about the letter/' said Selwood, ruefully. "The 
fellow is sure to scout the idea of a mistake. How- 
ever, there's no help for it. I must explain, and 
that, too, at the earliest opportunity." 

Tact is not, as a rule, a feminine characteristic, 
but Hilda Selwood possessed a larger share of it 
than many women with considerably the advantage 
over herself in training and general knowledge of 
the world. She began as she had said by literally 
"sounding" Violet. But there was something in 
the latter's manner which seemed to show that the 
news of Sellon's previous appropriation was no news 
to her at all — ^in fact, that she had known it all along. 
Finally she admitted as much, and rather gloried 
in it. 

Then ensued a tolerably lively scene. What if he 
was chained to a fiend of a woman whose sole end 
and object had always been to make life a burden to 
him ? burst forth Violet, with livid face and flashing 
eyes. The creature would die some day, it was to 
be hoped, and then ten thousand heavens were as 
nothing to the happiness before them both. Give 
him up ? Not she ! She would rather die a thousand 
times over, and would do so first. She was his real 
wife in the sight of God, she declared, as the stock 
blasphemous balderdash runs, whatever the other 
woman was in name, and so forth. Bebuke, reason^ 
appeals to pride, to self-respect were all alike in vain 
before this furious outburst of uncontrollable passion. 

p 
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The girl seemed possessed of a very demon. She 
hurled reproaches at her hostess and friend^ taxing 
her with playing the spy upon her — conspiracy, 
amateur detective business, everything — and declared 
she would sooner sleep in the veldt than pass another 
night under that roof. Finally she went off into a 
fit of shrieking, violent hysterics, and in this con- 
dition articulated things that set Hilda Selwood's 
ears tingling with outraged disgust. 

"The most painfully shocking scene I ever wit- 
nessed in my life, and I hope and trust I never may 
again," was the latter's comment to her husband 
some time afterwards. 

*' And the curious part of it is I can't for the life 
of me make out what the deuce she can see in the 
fellow," had been Christopher's rejoinder. "He's 
not much to look at, and although he's good company 
in a general way, I don't think his brain-box holds a 
very close fit." 

A common enough speculation, and one which 
must ever remain in the category of things specu- 
lative. " What the deuce can she see in the fellow ? " 
Who is to say ? 

CHAPTER XXVn. 

TH& KEY AT LAST. 

" Well, Panning, I guess this time it's all U.P." 

Benshaw made no reply. He gazed wearily at the 
great iron-bound hills, whose cliffs were now beginning 
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to reflect the glow of the declining sun — and 
chipped mechanically at the rocks with the geological 
hammer in his hand. His mind upon the subject 
was much the same as that of his companion ; but 
in actual fact his despondency was far greater. Still 
with the desperate tenacity born of the habits of a 
lifetime, he was unwilling to give in. 

Four days have gone by since we last saw our two 
adventurers bivouacking under the clifif— four days 
of threading mazy defiles and climbing the roof-like 
sides of mountains — four days of burning, sweltering 
exhaustion, ever eager, ever energetic with the ten- 
fold vigour of a fierce hunt for riches. Three out of 
the four have been devoted to nothing but prospecting 
for their quest, for they passed the third beacon — the 
third turret-headed mountain of the clue — early on 
the day following that on which we last saw them — 
and now, worn out with toil and disappomtment, 
they are resting in the sweltering afternoon heat 
deep down in a rock-bound valley where not a breath 
of air can come — not a whisper of a stir to relieve 
the oven-like glow which is rendering Sellon, at any 
rate, almost light-headed. 

''A blank draw this time,'* growled the latter, 
wearily. " And what an awful business it has been 
to get here! I wouldn't go through it again for 
a thousand pounds. And then, just think what 
a brace of fools we shall look to the people at 
Sunningdale." 

Then as if the thought of Sunningdale — and 
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what he had left there— put the crowning stone 
upon his miseryi Sellon proceeded to curse most 
vehemently. 

With weariness and disappointment^ misfortune 
had overtaken our two friends since we saw them 
last. While riding along the burning sandy bottom 
of a dreary defde towards evening, the led horse had 
inadvertently trodden on a puff-adder — which, slug- 
gish brute that it is, rarely gets out of the way. 
Blowing himself out with rage, this hideous reptile 
had flung up his squat bloated length, fastening his 
fangs in the leg of the unfortunate horse. The 
animal was doomed, and, indeed, in less than an 
hour was in its expiring throes. 

Now, this was a terrible misfortune, for not only 
was the climbing and digging gear among the pack- 
load, but also the water-skin, and by far the greater 
part of their provisions; nearly the whole of the 
latter had to be abandoned, and loading up all that 
was indispensable upon their riding horses — already 
fast losing their former freshness — ^the two adven* 
turers had pushed on. But by now the contents of 
the water-skin had run very low indeed ; were it not 
for the lucky find of a tiny pool of slimy fetid water 
standing in a cavity of a rock, the horses would have 
given out already. As it was, they drank it up every 
drop, and felt the better for it. 

'^ I doubt whether that bag of bones will carry me 
back, as it is,'* said Sellon, gloomily, eyeing his 
dejected steed, now too weary to graze. 
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" Sellon," said Renshaw, earnestly, still gazing 
around and completely ignoring his companion's last 
remark — '' Sellon, I can't make it out now any more 
than the first time I was here. We have followed 
out the clue most minutely : ' Straight from the 
smaller turret-head, facing the setting sun. Within 
a day's ride.* Now, we have explored and surveyed 
every point westerly between north and south, and 
within a good deal more than a day's ride, thoroughly 
and exhaustively. There isn't the shadow of a trace 
of any such valley, or rather crater, as old Greenway 
describes. But let's go over the thing carefully 
again." 

Suddenly Maurice sat up from his weary lounging 
attitude. 

"By Jove, Fanning, but you've given me an idea," 
he said, speaking eagerly and quickly. 

*'One moment," said Eenshaw, holding up his 
hand. " I have an idea, too, and indeed it's astonish- 
ing it should never have struck me before. You 
must remember old Greenway was talking very dis- 
jointedly at the end of his yarn — ^poor old chap. He 
was nearly played out. Well, I tried to take down 
his words exactly as he uttered them. Look at this 
* Straight from — the smaller one — facing the setting 
sun. Within — day's ride.' Does nothing strike you 
now?" 

" Can't say it does," growled Sellon, " except that 
the old sinner must have been telling a most infernal 
lie. We've spent th^ l^tst four da^s fossicking around 
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within a day's ride of his turret-top mountain^ and 
devil a valley of the kind he describes exists." 

*'Well, what strikes me is this. He may have 
meant to say ' Within two days', or three days', or 
four days' ride.* See ? *' 

'' Tes. If that's so he might as well have told us 
there was plenty of gold to be found between this 
and Morocco. It would have helped us about as 
much. But now I'll give you my idea. It sounds 
^ tall,' and I dare say you'll laugh." 

"Never mind. Drive on," rejoined Eenshaw, 
looking up from the paper which he had been 
studying intently. 

" Well, you mentioned the word ' crater ' just now. 
If this 'valley' of old Stick-in-the-mud's really 
exists, it is, as you say, a crater-shaped concern. 
Now we've fooled away days in hunting for this 
place at the bottom of each and every mountain 
around. What if, after all, we ought to be looking 
for it at the top ? " 

An eager flash leaped from the other's eyes. 

*' By Jove ! That is an idea ! " he burst forth. 

''Eh! Not a bad one, I think?" said SeUon, 
complacently. 

*'No. It just isn't." 

For a few moments both sat staring at each other. 
Sellon was the first to speak. 

'* How about that queer cock's-comb-looking peak 
we came round this morning?" he said. But 
Penshaw sljoo^ his head, 
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** Not that. There's no room for any such place 
on top of it." 

*' Not, eh ? Look here, Fanning. Have you ever 
been up it ? *' 

*' No. But I've been to the top of every blessed 
berg of any considerable height around. I never 
went up that because it commands no range of 
ground that the others don't." 

"Very well. My theory is that the best thing 
we can do is to make the ascent forthwith. Let me 
look at the yam for a moment. Ah, here it is," he 
went on, pointing out a place on the soiled and 
weather-beaten document. ** ' We were looking 
about for a hole in a cave to sleep in, for it was 
coldish up there of nights.' ' Up there ' you notice. 
Now, from its conformation, that cock's-comb is about 
the only mountain top around here where they would 
be likely to find ' a hole or a cave,' for ' up there ' 
points to the top of the mountain or near it. Do 
you follow ? " 
. Benshaw nodded. 

*'A11 right. 'I saw we were skirting a deep 
valley — though it was more like a hole than a valley, 
(or there was no way in or out,' " quoted Sellon 
again. *' Now, you would hardly find such a forma- 
tion at the bottom of a mountain — ^though you very 
conceivably might at the top." 

*' But I tell you there can't be room for such a 
thing at the top of that cock's-comb," objected 
Benshaw, dubiously. ''I've been fill round the 
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mountain mord than 6nce, and it's narrow dit the 
top." 

'^ Maybe. On the other hand« it may not be so 
narrow as you think. A mountain is the devil for 
changing its shape from whatever point you look 
at it— almost in whatever light or shade. Then, 
again^ Greenway may have exaggerated the size of 
the hole. I tell you what it is, Fanning old chap. 
I believe I've solved the riddle that has been besting 
you all these years. As you said when we first 
talked the affair over, 'two heads are better than 
one — even donkeys* heads.' There's a third head, 
and that's the head of the ' right nail,' and I believe 
we've hit it. Saddle up." 

*' Don't be too sanguine, Sellon. You'll be doubly 
sold if your idea ends in smoke." 

They were not long in reaching the mountain 
referred to. It was of conical formation and flat- 
topped. But from one end of its table-like summit 
rose a precipitous, razor-backed ridge— ^serrated and 
on its broader side taking the shape of a cock's-comb. 

Though steep and in parts rugged, the ascent was 
easy ; indeed, it seemed likely they could ride to the 
very summit. Eenshaw eyeing the towering slope, 
shook his head. 

**It's rough on the horses," he said. "They 
haven't got any superfluous energy at this stage of 
the proceedings, and that berg can't stand much 
under three thousand feet. Still they've got to go 
with us. If we left thepa dow?i heT^ they might be 
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jumped; and then, again, if your idea should be the 
right one, we might be days up there. I only hope 
we shall find water, anyhow." 



CHAPTEB XXVIII. 

'*IT IS A WHITE man's SKULL." 

It was, as Renshaw had put it, ''rough on the 
horses." But the colonial horse, in contrast to his 
English brother, is pre-eminently an animal for use, 
and not for show and the primary object of support- 
ing a crowd of stable hands. So puffing and panting, 
stumbling a little here and there, the poor beasts 
gallantly breasted the grassy steep in the wake of 
their masters, who had elected to spare their steeds 
by leading instead of riding them. 

*' The mountain certainly is built on a larger scale 
than one would think from below," pronounced 
Eenshaw, as he surveyed the summit which they 
were now very near. *'We shall have to make a 
cast round to the left and look for a gully. The 
horses will never be able to climb over these rocks." 

The said rocks lay strewn thickly around; remnants 
of a cliff at one time guarding this side of the 
summit, but which in past ages must have fallen 
away into fragments. From below they had seemed 
mere pebbles. 

*' Right you are," ac(juiesced SoUon. *' Lead on/' 
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A detour of a couple of hundred yards and they 
rounded the spur^ which had ended abruptly in a 
precipice. They were now on the western angle of 
the mountain. Immediately above rose a lofty wall 
of rock, the nearer end of the cock's-comb ridge. 
It continued in unbroken fall some hundreds of feet 
from where they stood. They had reached the 
extremity of the slope, and halting for a moment 
paused in admiration of the stately grandeur of the 
great cliff sweeping down into giddy depths. 

^* Let's take a look over," said Maurice, advancing 
cautiously to the angle formed by the projection 
whereon they stood, and lying flat to peer over the 
brink. 

'* Yes; only be careful," warned his companion. 

As he peered over there was a " flap — flap — flap " 
echoing from the face of the cliff, like so many pistol- 
shots, as a cloud of great aasvogels^ startled from 
their roosting places beneath, soared away over the 
abyss. So near were the gigantic birds that the 
spectator could see the glitter of their eyes. 

" By Jove, but I'd like to go down and have a look 
at the beggars' nests," said Sellon, trying to peer 
still further over the brink, but in vain, for the 
aasvogel is among the most suspicious of birds, 
and, wherever possible, selects his home beneath a 
jutting projection, and thus out of eyeshot from 
above. 

*' They don't make any, only lay one egg apiece on 
the bare yock," sp.id Renshaw, impatiently, ''But 
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come on. Man alive, we've no time for bird's-nesting. 
In half an hour it'll be dark." 

The sun had gone ofif the lower world, though here, 
on high, he still touched with a golden splendour the 
red burnished face of the giant cliflf. And now from 
their lofty elevation they were able to gaze forth upon 
a scene of unsurpassable wildness and grandeur. 
Mountains upon mountains, the embattled walls of 
a cliff-girdled summit standing in contrast beside a 
smooth, hog-backed hump; here and there a lofty 
peak sheering up defiant above its fellows, but every- 
where a billowy sea of giant heads towering over the 
darkling grey of desolate valleys and gloomy rifts 
now merging into night. But all is utter lifelessness 
in the complete silence of its desolation — not a sound 
breaks upon the now fresh and cooling air — not a 
^ight to tell of life and animation — save the ghostly 
wings of the great vultures floating away inta space. 
Then the sun sinks down behind the further ridge in 
ruddy sea, leaving the impression that, the whole 
world is on fire, until the lustrous afterglow fades into 
the grey shades of gloaming. 

'*No time for the beauties of Nature," went on 
Benshaw, as his companion, rising from his prostrate 
posture, rejoined him. *'Look. There is our way 
up, if we are to get up at all. And a precious cranky 
staircase it is, too." 

It was. A steep, stony gully, looking as if, in 
past ages, it had served for a water-shoot round the 
extremitjjr of the razor-backed ridge. It ran right 
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down to the brink of the projection whereon they 
were standing, and, in fact, to reach it, at any rate 
with the horses, was a very risky feat indeed. Sellon 
suggested leaving them below — but this his com- 
panion would not hear of. 

" Stick to the horses, wherever possible," he said* 
*' Once lose them, we are like a man in mid-ocean 
with oars but no sail. Besides, we may find another 
way down — a much better one than this." 

A dozen yards of steep slope, right on the brink 
of the abyss, covered with loose shingle, had to be 
crossed prior to gaining the secure foothold of the 
gully itself. A false step, a jerk back of the bridle on 
the part of the led horse, might send steed, or rider, 
or both, into space. 

" Up, old horse ! " said Eenshaw, encouragingly, 
as he took the lead. His steady old roadster, how- 
ever, fully took in the situation. He gave one snort, 
a scramble or two, and he was safe within the gully. 

But Sellon's steed was disposed to show less gump- 
tion. At first he refused to try the place at all; then 
nearly hurled his master over the brink by rucking 
at the bridle when half-way across ; and the hideously 
suggestive sound of a shower of loosened rubble 
sliding into the abyss fairly made his said master's 
blood curdle. However, with much snorting and 
scrambling, he ultimately suffered himself to be led 
into safety. 

The ascent was now comparatively easy, though 
with horses it was a tedious and tiresome business. 
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The gully itself formed a huge natural staircase, 
seemingly about a couple of hundred feet in height. 
Up they went, stumbling, scrambling — ^the ring of 
the horses' hoofs upon the stones waking the echoes 
in the dead silence of the spot. The grey shades of 
briefest twilight had already enshrouded the passage 
in gathering gloom. 

''Well, Fanning, what's the betting on my shot 
being the right one ? " cried Sellon, whose mercurial 
spirits had gone up sky-high under the influence of 
a new excitement. '*We must be more than half- 
way up this beastly water-pipe. A few minutes more 
will decide it. What's the betting ? " 

''I still say, don't make too sure, Sellon. I'm 
sorry to say it occurs to me that the expression ' up 
there,' on which this new idea of yours turns, may 
mean nothing more than when a man talks of ' up 
country.' It may not mean on top of a mountain, 
don't you know." 

" The devil it mayn't ! What an old wet blanket 
you are. Fanning. Well, we shall soon see now. 
Hallo ! What have you got there ? " 

For the other was gazing attentively at something. 
Then without a word he dropped the end of his 
bridle, and clambering over a couple of boulders, was 
stooping over the object which had caught his eye. 

It was something round and white. Maurice could 
see that much before following his companion, which, 
however, he hastened to do. Then both men stood 
staring down at the object. 
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The latter was embedded in a hole in the ground, 
firmly wedged between two rocks, half of it projecting. 
At first sight it might have been mistaken for an 
ostrich egg. 

Benshaw bent down and picked up the object. 
Something of a tug was necessary to loosen it from 
the imprisoning rock. He held in his hand a human 
skull. 

''What's the matter, old chap?" said Sellon, 
wonderingly, noticing his companion's face go deadly 
white, while the hand that held the skull trembled 
violently. **You seem rather knocked out of time, 
eh ? A thing like that is a queerish sort of find in 
this God-forsaken comer ; but surely your nerves are 
proof against such a trifle.*' 

" Trifle, do you call it ? " replied Renshaw, speak- 
ing quickly and eagerly. ''Look at the thing, man 
— look at it/* 

"Well, I see it. What then?** said Maurice, 
wondering if his friend had gone clean off his head, and 
uncomfortably speculating on the extreme awkward* 
ness of such an occurrence away here in the wilds. 

" What then ? Why, it is a white man's skull.*' 

"How do you know that?** said Sellon, more 
curiously, bending down to examine the poor relic 
which seemed to grin piteously at them in the falling 
gloom. One side of the lower part was battered in 
— giving to the bony face and eyeless sockets a most 
grisly and leering expression. 

"By the formation, of course. But, man alivei 
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don't you see what this find means— don't you see 
what it means ? " 

'^I suppose it means that some other fellow has 
been fool enough to scramble up here before us, and 
has come to mortal grief for his pains. Wait, though 
— hold on — by Jove, yes — I do see! Greenway's 
mate ; what does he call him ? Jim. That's it, of 
course. It means that we are on the right track, 
Fanning, old man. Hooroosh ! " 

" That's just what it does mean. Observe. This 
skull is alone — no bones or remnants of bones — no 
relics of clothing. Now, the absence of anything 
of the kind points to the fact that the poor chap 
wasn't killed here. He must have been killed up 
top, and the skull eventually have been brought here 
by some wild animal — or possibly lugged to the edge 
and rolled down of its own accord. Greenway's 
story points that way too. He says they were 
attacked while looking down into the valley, for if 
you remember they had just watched the * Eye ' fade 
away. Yes, 'Jim,' poor chap, was killed on top of 
the mountain, and there lies the ' Valley of the Eye.' 
How does that pan out, eh ? " 

** Five ounces to the ton at least," replied Sellon. 
" Well, we've, as you say, panned out the whole thing 
to a nicety. There's one ingredient left, though. 
How about ' the schelm Bushmen ' ? " 

** Oh, we must take our chances of them. The 
great thing is to have found the place at all. And 
now, excelsior ! It'll be pitch dark directly." 
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Eeplacing the skull where he had found it^ Benshaw 
led the way back to the horses, and the upward climb 
was resumed. But Sellon, following in his wake^ was 
conscious of an unaccountable reaction from his 
eager burst of spirits, and not all the dazzling 
prospects of wealth untold to be had for the mere 
picking up — which awaited him up yonder — could 
altogether avail to dispel the fit of apprehensive 
depression which had seized upon him. The dis- 
covery of that grisly relic of poor humanity in that 
savage spot, there amid the gathering shades of night 
— eloquent of the miserable fate of the unfortunate 
adventurer done to death on the lonely mountain top, 
his very bones scattered to the four winds of heaven 
— ^inspired in Sellon a brooding apprehension which 
he could not shake off. What if they themselves 
were walking straight into an ambush? In the 
shadowy gloom his imagination, run riot, peopled 
every rock with lurking stealthy enemies — ^in every 
sound he seemed to hear the hiss of the deadly 
missiles. Then there came upon him a strange 
consciousness of having been over that spot before. 
The turret-like craggy gorge, the beetling rocks high 
overhead in the gloom, all seemed familiar. Ha! 
His dream ! He remembered it now, and shivered. 
Was it prophetic ? It was frightful at the time, and 
now the horror of it all came back upon him, as, 
leading his horse, he scrambled on in the track of 
his companion. He could have sworn that something 
brushed past him in the darkness. Gould it be the 
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Spirit of the dead adventurer, destined to haunt this 
grisly place, this remote cleft on the wild mountain- 
side? A weird wailing cry rang out overhead. 
Sellon's hair seemed to rise, and a profuse perspira- 
tion, not the result of his climbing exertions, started 
coldly from every pore. What a fool he was! he 
decided. It could only be a bird. 

"Up at last ! " cried the cheery voice of his com- 
panion, a score of yards distant, through the dark- 
ness. " Up at last. Come along ! " 

The voice seemed to break the spell which was 
upon him. It was something, too, to be out of that 
dismal gully. A final scramble, and Sellon stood 
beside his companion on the level, grassy summit of 
the mountain. 



CHAPTEE XXIX. 



RENSHAW'S DISCOVERY. 



The summit seemed quite flat and level as far as 
they could judge, for the night had now fully set in. 
But at the side of it on which they stood the great 
cock's-comb ridge rose high in the air, the loom of 
its precipitous sides sheering up against the starry 
zenith, showing indistinct and shadowy in the dark- 
ness. The night wind, cool and refreshing, sang in 
tuneful puffs through the grasses, and aloft in the 
gold-spangled sky the Southern Gross and many a 
flashing consteljlation glowed forth with that clear 

Q 
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incandescence never so vivid as when gazed upon 
from desert solitudes. 

'* We can do nothing until the moon rises," pro- 
nounced Renshaw. '* There are some lively krantzes 
around here, I reckon, and it would never do to take 
a five-hundred foot header, for want of a little 
patience. We'll make for the foot of the ridge, and 
lie by until the moon gets up." 

Proceeding cautiously, he led the way up the slope 
which culminated in the precipitous cliffs of the ridge. 
He was close under the latter, when his horse sud- 
denly swerved aside, snuffing the air. 

" What is it, old horse ? " he murmured soothingly, 
reining in, and peering eagerly into the gloom. Was 
there a deep cleft in front — or did the rocks shelter 
a lurking enemy? Both these speculations flashed 
through his mind, as he whispered back a caution to 
his companion* 

But the horse didn't seem inclined to stand still 
either. He gently sidled away at an angle, and his 
rider, curious to fathom the mystery, let him have 
his head. A few steps more and they were right 
under the cliff. Then something flashed in the star- 
light. The horse came to a standstill — down went 
his head, and a long continuous gurgle told of the 
nature of his find. He drank in the grateful fluid as 
if he was never going to stop. 

"Well done, old horse!" said his master, dis- 
mounting to investigate this inexpressibly welcome 
phenomenon. It was a deep cleft in the rock about 
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six feet long by three wide, full to the brim of deli- 
cious water, in which a great festoon of maidenhair 
fern trailing from above, was daintily dripping. 
' Sellon, this is a find, and no mistake. We'll camp 
down here, and wait for the moon.** 

"And won't we have a jolly good sluice in the 
morning. We'll fill that goat-skin of ours, and pour 
it over each other. I believe it's a week since I had 
a good wash — not since we left the river. The fellow 
who laid down the axiom that you're never thoroughly 
comfortable until you're thoroughly dirty must have 
been bom in a pigsty e himself. I know that for the 
last few days I've been wondering whether I've been 
looking a greater brute than I felt — or the other way 
about. Hooray for a good sluice to-morrow, anyhow." 

Both were too excited to sleep. Even the conso- 
lation of tobacco they denied themselves lest the 
glimmer of a spark of light should betray their 
whereabouts to hostile eyes* And they were on short 
commons, too ; the death of the packhorse and the 
necessity of jettisoning a portion of his load having 
narrowed down their stock of provisions to that which 
was the most portable, via. biltong and ship-biscuit ; 
which comestibles, as Eenshaw declared, besides con- 
taining a vast amount of compressed nutriment, had 
the additional advantage of being so hard that a very 
little of them went a long way. So they lay under 
the cliffs munching their ration of this very hard 
tack, and speculating eagerly over the chances the 
next day might bring forth; 
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The night wore on. Save for the tuneful sighing 
of the wind in the grass, no sound broke through the 
cakn of that wild and elevated solitude. Meteors and 
falling stars flashed ever and anon in the spangled 
vault. A whole world seemed to slumber. 

Soon Benshaw began to notice an incoherency in 
his companion's replies. Fatigue versus excitement 
had carried the day. Sellon, who was of a full- 
blooded habit, and uninured to such calls as had of 
late been made upon his energies, had succumbed. 
He was fast asleep. 

Left alone in the midst of a dead world, while the 
whole wilderness slumbered around, Eenshaw strove 
to attune his faculties to the prevailing calm — to try 
and gain a few hours of much-needed jest. But his 
nerves were strung to their utmost tension. The 
speculation of years, the object of his thoughts 
sleeping and waking, were about to be attained. 
Sleep utterly refused to visit him. 

He could not even rest. At last he rose. Taking 
up his trusty double gun — rifle and shot-barrel — he 
wandered forth from the fireless camp. 

By the light of the burning stars he picked his 
way cautiously along the base of the rocky ridge, 
keeping a careful eye in front of him, above, around, 
everywhere. Yes, the object of years of anxious 
thought, of more than one lonely and perilous expe- 
dition into the heart of these arid and forbidding 
wilds, was within reach at last. It must be. Did 
not that gruesome find down there in the gully point 
unmistakably to that ? 
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The cool night wind fanned his brow. All the 
influences of the dead, solemn wilderness were upon 
him, and his thoughts reverted to another object, 
but to one upon which he had schooled himself to 
think no more. 

In vain. There on that lonely mounfcain-top at 
midnight, in his utter solitude, the man's heart 
melted within him at the thought of his hopeless 
love — at the recollection of that anguished face, that 
broken voice pleading for his forgiveness; for his 
sympathy in her own dire extremity. What was she 
doing at that moment, he idly speculated ? Ah ! her 
regrets, her longings, her prayers were not for him, 
were all for the other ; for the man who shared his 
present undertaking, who slumbered so peacefully but 
a few hundred yards away. 

Why had he brought this man to Sunningdale, to 
steal away that which should have been his ? Why 
had he brought him here now, to enrich him in order 
that nothing might be wanting to complete his own 
utter self-sacrifice ? He owed him nothing, for had 
he not twice paid the debt in full? Why had he 
stepped between him and certain death ? But for his 
ready promptitude Maurice Sellon would now be 
almost as sad a relic of humanity as that upon which 
they had gazed but a few hours back. But the 
solemn eyes of the stars looking down upon him, 
the very grandeur of the mountain solitude, seemed 
to chide him for such thoughts. What was the puny 
fate of ^ few l^uman beings compared with the 
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immensity of ages upon which those stars had looked 
down — ^tho roll of centuries during which those silent 
mountains had stood there ever the same ? 

A perceptible lightening suffused the velvety vault 
above. The homed moon rose higher over the drear 
sea of peaks. The crags stood forth silvery in the 
new-bom light — and then, as his glance wandered 
downwards, Renshaw felt every drop of blood flow 
back to his heart. 

Far below shone a tiny glimmer — the glimmer of 
a mere spark. But withal so powerful that it pierced 
the darkness of the far depths as the flash of a ray 
of fire. 

He stood as one turned to stone, holding his very 
breath. He rubbed his eyes, and looked again. 
There it was still. Again he averted his gaze, and 
again he looked. The distant spark was glittering 
more brilliantly than ever. It seemed to gain in 
size and power as he looked. It held him spellbound 
with its green incandescence flashing forth] from the 
darkness down there in the far depths. 

He tore out the white lining of his soft hat, and 
bending down, nailed it to the ground with his pocket 
knife. Then he walked away a few yards and looked 
again. The spark had disappeared. 

Feverishly he returned to the mark which he had 
set, now almost fearing to look. He need not have 
feared. There shone the *' Eye " — more dazzling 
than ever. 
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Maurice Sellon, sleeping the dreamless slumbep 
of a thoroughly exhausted man, started up with a 
smothered imprecation, as a hand gently shook him 
by the shoulder. But his deadened faculties sprang 
into quick life at the low impressive voice. 

" At last ! Come and look. The ' Eye * is shining 
like a star." 

CHAPTEB XXX. 

'^LIEB A STAR." 

'* Like a star ! " 

The two men stood gazing in silence not untinged 
with awe, upon this wonderful, this beautiful phe» 
nomenon. For how many ages — for how many 
generations of the human race had that marvellous 
Eye shone forth in the gloom of its untrodden 
solitude. The heart of the earth was unfolding a 
glimpse of its treasure-house. 

Like a star ! Yet that Eye, flashing, scintillating 
in its mysterious bed — was it not in a measure 
diabolical, luring men to destruction ? Of the two 
who had sought to meddle with it, one had returned 
only to die ; the other — had they not but a few days 
since handled his bleached and unburied skull ? 

These thoughts passing through Eenshaw's mind 
could not but temper the degree of wild exultation 
which he felt now that he had conquered at last. 
Sellon, on the other hand, could hardly restrain 
the wild hurr8|,hs wherewith, but for the conscious- 
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ness of probable peril, he would fain have given vent 
to bis feelings. 

'' How far down is it, old chap? " said the latter, 
eagerly. 

*' Impossible to say. We can go forward a little 
now, and explore. It's not mnoh of a moon, but 
there's light enough. Bat, for Heaven's sake, Sellon, 
restrain that excitable temperament of yours, or we 
shall have yon plunging over one of these krantzes 
before you know where you are." 

*'A11 right, old boss. I'll keep cool. You can 
take the lead, if you like." 

The light was misty and tmcertain. The ground 
here took an abrupt fall. Proceeding cautiously for 
a little distance down, they halted. The Eye had 
disappeared. 

" Gome on. We shall see it again directly," said 
Sellon, starting forward again. 

But the other's hand dropped on his shoulder like 
a vice. 
" Stop— for your Ufe ! " 
" Eh ? What's up ?— Oh, Lord ! " 
He stood still enough then. Three or four steps 
further and he would have plunged into space. In 
the faint illusive light of the spent moon, the 
treacherous cliflf brow was well-nigh indistinguish- 
able even to Renshaw's tried vision. But the un- 
erring instincts of the latter were quick to interpret 
the sudden puflf of cold air sweeping upwards, and 
well for the other that it was so. 
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''Pheugh!" shuddered Sellon, turning pale aB he 
awoke to the awful peril he had escaped, " What 
a blundering ass I am, to be sure. But — ^look ! 
There's the Eye again — larger — brighter than ever — 
by Jove ! " 

" Yes ; and I don't believe it's a couple of hundred 
feet below us either. Let's see what sort of a drop 
there is here." 

Lying full length on the edge of the cliff, he peered 
over. Then loosening two or three stones, he let 
them fall — one after the other. A single clink as 
each struck the bottom. 

*' We can't get down this side, Sellon. It's sheer 
— as I thought, even if it doesn't overhang. The 
stones never hit the side once. But now, to mark 
the Eye. It won't shine in the daylight." 

He proceeded to untie what looked like a bundle 
of sticks. In reality it contained a short bow and 
several arrows. Next he produced some lumps of 
chalk rolled up in rags. 

" What an ingenious dodger you are. Fanning ! " 
cried Sellon, admiringly, watching his companion 
carefully fitting the lumps of chalk on the heads of 
several of the arrows. " So that's what you brought 
along that bundle of sticks for. I thought you had 
an eye to the possibility of our ammunition giving 
out." 

Eenshaw smiled. Then stringing the bow, he bent 
it once or twice, tentatively. 

''That'll do, I think. It's pretty strong is this 
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little weapon of war. Old Dirk made it for me after 
the most approved method of his people. You know 
Eorannas and Bashmen are archers in contra- 
distinction to the assegai-throwing Kafir tribes. 
Now for a shot." 

Drawing out one of the chalk-tipped arrows to 
its heady he took a careful aim and let fly. The 
bow twanged^ and immediately a faint thud told the 
expectant listeners that the shaft had struck very 
near the mark. 

''That'll make a good splash of chalk wherever 
it has struck/' said the marksman approvingly, 
fitting another arrow. But on the twang of the bow 
there followed a metallic clink instead of the softer 
thud of the first missile. 

"That bit of chalk's come oflf," said Eenshaw. 
" However, let's try again." 

This time the result seemed satisfactory. Again 
and again was it repeated until half a dozen arrows 
had been shot away. 

" That'll put half a dozen chalk splashes round 
the Eye, or as near it as possible, for our guidance 
at daybreak," said Eenshaw, approvingly. " Now 
we'll drop a white flag or two about." 

Fixing small strips of rag, well chalked, to the 
butt-ends of several more arrows, he shot them away, 
one after another, in the direction of the first. 

"We'll go back now, and get out our gear. We 
can't do anything before daybreak. The place may 
be easjr to get down ii^to on one side^ or it may be 
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well-nigh impossibe. But, hang it all, Sellon, there 
ought to be no such word for us as impossible with 
that in front of us." 

Once more they turned to look back, as though 
unwilling to go out of sight of the marvel, lest it 
should elude them altogether. Opposite, the misty 
loom of cliffs was now discernible, and between it 
and them, down in the shadowy depths, that flashing 
star still shone clear in its green scintillations. 

Dawn rose, chill and clear, upon the endless 
tossing mountain waste. But before the night 
silvered into that pearly shade which should preface 
the golden flush of the sunrise, our two adventurers, 
loaded with all the implements of their enterprise, 
stood waiting on the spot where Eenshaw had left 
his mark on first making the discovery. 

Then as the lightening earth began to unfold its 
mysteries, they took in the whole situation at a glance. 
Standing with their backs to the precipitous cock's- 
comb ridge, they looked down upon the terraced 
second summit of the mountain. But between this 
and where they stood yawned a crater-like rift. An 
ejaculation escaped Eenshaw. 

''By Jove! Just look. Why, the crater itself is 
the exact shape of an eye ! *' 

It was. Widening outward at the centre and 
terminating in an acute angle at each extremity, it 
was indeed a wonderful formation. Shaped like an 
eye-socket, and shut in on every side by precipitous 
rock walls, the gulf lool^ed at first sight inaccessibly. 
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It seemed abont half a mile in length, by four 
hundred yards at the widest point, and although 
this extraordinary hollow extended nearly the whole 
width of the mountain, dividing the flat table summit 
from the sheering ridge — ^yet there was no outlet at 
either end. Both stood gazing in amazement upon 
this marvellous freak of Nature. 

"What did I tell you, old chap? cried Sellon, 
triumphantly. "There's more room on the top of 
this old berg than you'd think. Who'd have thought 
of finding a place like that up here ? I believe it's 
an extinct volcano, when all's said and done." 

" Likely. Now let's get to work." 

They descended the steep slope to the spot whence 
the arrow experiment had been made, and where 
Sellon had so narrowly escaped a grisly death. It 
was near the widest part of the rift. As they had 
expected, the cliflf fell away in a sheer, unbroken wall 
at least two hundred feet. Nor did the opposite sides 
seem to offer any greater facility. Whichever way 
they looked, the rock fell sheer, or nearly so. 

"We can do nothing here!" said Eenshaw, sur- 
veying every point with a fairly powerful field-glass. 
" There are our chalk-marks all right — flags and all. 
We had better make a cast round to the right. 
According to Greenway's story, the krantzes must be 
in a sort of terrace formation somewhere. That will 
be at the point where he was dodging the Bushmen." 

Skirting the edge of the gulf, they soon rounded 
the spur. It was even as Eenshaw bad copjectured, 
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The ground became more broken. By dint of a not 
very difficult climb, they soon descended about a 
hundred feet. But here they were pulled up by a 
clifif — not sheer indeed, but apparently unnegotiable. 
It dropped a matter of thirty feet on to a grassy 
ledge some six yards wide, thence without a break 
about twice that depth to the bottom of the crater. 

" We can negotiate that, I guess ! " cried Eenshaw, 
joyously, as he unwound a long coil of raw-hide rope. 
" I came prepared for a far greater drop, but we can 
do it well here. I don't see any other place that 
seems more promising. And now I look at it, this 
must be the very point Greenway himself tried from. 
Look ! That must be the identical rock he squatted 
under while the Bushmen were peppering him. Yes, 
by Jove, it must ! " pointing to a great overhanging 
mass of stone which rose behind them. " Why, he 
had already found a diamond or two even here. 
What shan't we find down yonder ? " 

There was a boyish light-heartedness about Ben- 
shaw now, even surpassing the spirits of his com- 
panion. The latter stared. But the consciousness of 
being within touch of fabulous wealth is a wonderful 
incentive to light-heartedness. 

He measured ofif a length of the rope for the shorter 
drop. Then they drove in a crowbar, and, securing 
the rope, a very few minutes sufficed to let themselves 
down to the grassy ledge. 

" Pheugh ! that's something of a job ! " cried Sellon, 
panting with the exertion of the descent. '' Some- 
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thing of a job, with all this gear to carry as well. I 
could have sworn once the whole thing was giving 
way with me, I say, couldn't we leave our shooting 
irons here, and pick them up on the way back ? " 

" H'm ! Better not. Never get a yard away from 
your arms in an enemy's country ! " 

The reply was unpleasantly suggestive. To Sellon 
it recalled all his former apprehensions. What a 
trap they would be in, by the way, in the event of a 
hostile appearance on the scene. 

" You're right," he said. " Let's get on." 

The second crowbar was driven in. This time they 
had some difficulty in fixing it. The turf covering 
the ledge was only a few inches thick. Then came 
the hard rock. At length a crevice was struck, and 
the staunch iron firmly wedged to within a few inches 
of its head. 

''Our string is more than long enough," said 
Benshaw, flinging the raw-hide rope down the face 
of the rock. The end trailed on the ground more 
than a dozen feet. "This krantz is on a greater 
slant than the smaller one. Don't throw more of 
your weight on the reim than you can help. More 
climbing than hanging, you understand. I'll go 
down first" 

Slant or no slant, however^ this descent was a 
ticklish business. To find yourself hanging by a 
single rope against the smooth face of a precipice 
with a fifty-foot drop or so beneath is not a delightful 
sensation^ whatever way you look at it; The crowbar 
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might give. There might be a flaw in the iron — all 
sorts of things might happen. Besides, to go down 
a sixty-foot rope almost hand under hand is some- 
thing of a feat even for a man in good training. 
However, taking advantage of every excrescence in 
the rock likely to afford passing foothold, Eenshaw 
accomplished the descent in safety. 

Then came Sellon's turn. Of powerful and athletic 
build, he was a heavy man, and in no particular 
training withal. It was a serious ordeal for him, and 
once launched in mid-air the chances were about 
even in favour of a quicker and more disastrous 
descent than either cared to think of. The rope 
jammed his unwary knuckles against the hard rock, 
excoriating them and causing him most excruciating 
agony, nearly forcing him to let go in his pain and 
bewilderment. The instinct of self-preservation pre- 
vailed, however, and eventually he landed safely 
beside his companion — where the first thing he did 
on recovering his breath was to break forth into a 
tremendous imprecation. Then, forgetting his pain 
and exertion, he, following the latter's example, 
glanced round curiously and a little awed, upon the 
remarkable place wherein they found themselves — a 
place whose soil had probably never before been 
trodden by human foot. 

And the situation had its awesome side. The 
great rock walls sheering up around had shut in 
this place for ages and ages, even from the degraded 
and superstitious barbarians whose fears invested it 
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and its guardian Eye with all the terrors of the dread 
unknown. While the history of civilization — possibly 
of the world itself— was in its infancy, this gulf had 
yawned there unexplored, and now they two were the 
first to tread its virgin soil. The man who could 
accept such a situation without some feeling of awe 
must be strangely devoid of imagination — strangely 
deficient in ideas. 



CHAPTEB XXXI. 

THE "valley op THE EYE." 

The floor of the crater was nearly level, though 
somewhat depressed in the centre. Great masses 
of rock spar protruded here and there from the soil, 
which latter was gravelly. On turning up the sur- 
face, however, a formation of whitey-blue clay lay 
revealed. 

" This is the place for the ' stones,' " said Eenshaw, 
exultantly, making a tentative dig or two with his 
pick. " The Eye apart, we ought to find something 
here worth having. Ah, I thought so." 

He picked up a small, dingy-looking crystal about 
the size of a pea. It was of perfect symmetry even 
in the rough, the facets being wonderfully even. 

" You'd better put that aside, Sellon, and stick to 
it as the first stone — apart from our division of the 
swag. Knock it into a pin or something." 

It was a smaU act. But it was thoroughly 
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characteristic of the man's open-souled unselfishness. 
'Phe first instalment of the treasure^ attained at the 
cost of so much anxious thought — of so much hard- 
ship and lonely peril — he offered to his companion. 
And the latter accepted it without hesitation— equally 
characteristically. 

** We'd better get on to the big thing now, though," 
he continued, " and leave the fossicking until after- 
wards." 

In a few minutes they crossed the crater. Then 
carefully scanning the opposite cliff they made their 
way along the base of the same. 

" There's one of our 'flags,' " cried Eenshaw, sud- 
denly. " And by Jove — there are our chalk splashes ! 
Not bad archery in the dark, eh ? Look. They are 
all within half a dozen yards of each other." 

A great boulder some dozen feet in height and in 
shape like a tooth, rose out of the soil about twenty 
yards from the base of the cliff. It was riven obliquely 
from top to bottom as if split by a wedge ; a curious 
boulder, banded with strata of quartz like the stripes 
of an agate. 

On the face of it were four white marks — all, as 
the speaker had said, within a few yards of each 
other, and bearing the relative formation of the stars 
composing the Southern Cross. Two of the arrows 
with the strips of rag attached, lay a little further off, 
while the shafts which had so faithfully left their 
mark lay at the foot of the boulder, the chalk 
shattered to pieces. 

R 
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The intense excitement of the moment was apparent 
in both men^ and it took widely different phases. 
Sellon advanced hurriedly to the face of the boulder, 
and began scrutinizing it, eagerly, fiercely, from top 
to base. Benshaw, on the other hand, deliberately 
sat down, and, producing his pipe, proceeded leisurely 
to fill and light it. 

" It isn't on the face of the rock we've got to look, 
Sellon," he said, when this operation was completed. 
*' It's here." 

He rose, advanced to the cleft, and gazed eagerly 
inside. It was just wide enough to admit a man's 
body. Just then the first arrowy gleams of the 
risen sun shot over the frowning rock walls, glowing 
athwart the grey chill atmosphere of the crater. 
They swept round the searcher's head, darting into 
the shaded cleft. 

And then one swift reflected beam from the shadow 
of that rocky recess, one dart of fire into his eyes, 
and Benshaw started back. There, not two yards in 
front of his face, protruded from the rough surface of 
the quartz, a dull hard pyramid ; but from the point 
of that pyramid darted the ray which had for the 
moment blinded him. 

''Here it is ! The Eye ! " 

The other was at his side in a moment. And thus 
they stood side by side, speechless, gazing upon a 
truly magnificent diamond. 

Well might they be struck speechless. To one the 



THE " VALLEY OF THE EYE?' 243 

retrospect of a hard, lonely life, sacrificed in detail 
to the good of others, a struggling against wind and 
tide, a constant battle against the very stars in their 
courses — rose up and passed before his eyes in a 
lightning flash at that moment. To the other what 
experience of soured hopes, of reckless shifts, of a so 
far marred life, of failure, and confidence misplaced 
and unrequited — of gradual cutting loose from all 
principle — a confusion between the sense of right and 
wrong, and, following immediately upon all, a golden 
glow of hope no longer deferred, a sunny ideal of 
abundant consolation ; of love and happiness ! But 
to both comfort, ease, wealth. 

Wealth. The riches lying waste for ages in this 
remote solitude must at length yield to the grasping 
hand of their predestined owner — Man. With the 
first human footfall in this solemn untrodden recess 
rushed in the jarring cares and considerations of the 
busy world in all its whirling haste — ^its feverish 
strivings. Wealth ! 

With the point of his geological hammer Benshaw 
next proceeded to chip a circle around the great 
diamond. Clink, clink! The hammer bit its way 
slowly but surely into the face of the hard rock. 
Clink, cKnk ! The circle deepened. The chips flew 
into their eager faces. No thought of pausing to 
rest. 

It was a long job and a tedious one. At length 
the quartz cracked, then split. The superb stone 
rolled into Benshaw's hand. 
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" Seven or eight hundred carats, if it's one," he 
said, holding it up to the hght, and then passing it to 
his companion. '^ Look what a shine it has, even in 
the rough. It must have been partially * cut * by 
the splitting of the quartz, even as old Greenway 
conjectured. Directly I saw this boulder, split in 
half like that, I knew that it was in the cleft that 
we had to search. Yet the thing is a perfect marvel, 
well-nigh outside all experience." 

*' I wonder what the ' schelm Bushmen ' will think 
when they find that their * devil's eye ' has knocked 
oflf shining," said Sellon. " By Jove, we should look 
precious fools if they were to drop down and quietly 
sneak our rope ! " 

"We should," assented Eenshaw, gravely. **We 
should be pinned in a trap for all time." 

'*Pho ! The very thought of it makes one's blood 
run cold. But, I say, let's hunt for some more 
stones, and then clear out as soon as possible." 

A careful search having convinced Eenshaw that 
such a freak of Nature was not likely to repeat 
itself, and that neither the cleft nor the sides of the 
great boulder offered any more of its marvellous 
treasures to be had for the taking, they turned away 
to search the gravelly soil of the crater, with what 
intensity of eagerness only those who have experi- 
enced the truly gambling passion involved in treasure- 
seeking can form an idea. No food had passed their 
lips since the previous evening, yet not a moment 
could be spared from the fierce, feverish quest for 
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wealth. They ate their dry and scanty rations with 
one hand while wielding pick and shovel with the 
other. Even the torments of thirst, for the contents 
of their pocket flasks were as a mere drop to the 
ocean in the torrid, focussed heat now pouring down 
into this iron-bound hollow, they hardly felt. Each 
and every energy was merged in that intense and 
craving treasure hunt. 

" Well, this can't go on for ever,*' said Eenshaw 
at last, pausing to wipe his streaming brow. " What 
do you say to knocking off now, and leaving this 
for another day ? Eemember, we are not out of the 
wood yet. There is such a thing as leaving well 
alone. And we have done more than well." 

They had. It wanted about two hours to sunset. 
In the course of this long day's work they had found 
upwards of sixty diamonds — ^besides the superb Eye. 
All were good stones, some of them indeed really 
magnificent. This long-sealed-up treasure-house of 
the earth, now that its doors were opened, yielded its 
riches in no niggardly fashion. 

"Perhaps we had better clear out while we can," 
assented Sellon, looking around regretfully, and 
making a final dig with his pick. There hung the 
good rope, safe and sound. A stiff climb — then 
away to spend their lives in the enjoyment of the 
fruits of their enterprise. 

'* If you don't mind, 111 go first. I am so cursedly 
heavy," said Sellon. *'And just steady it, like a 
good chap, while I swarm up." 
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A good deal of plunging, and gasping, and kicking 
— and we are sorry to add — a little " cussing," and 
Sellon landed safely upon the grassy ledge. Een- 
shaw was not long in following. 

There remained the upper cliflf, which was, it will 
be remembered, nearer the perpendicular than the 
other one, though not so high. Up this Sellon 
proceeded to climb, his companion steadying the 
rope for him as before. Pausing a few moments to 
draw up and coil the longer line, Benshaw turned 
to follow. But — the rope was not there. Looking 
up, he saw the end of it rapidly disappearing over the 
brow of the cliff above. What did it mean ? 

It could not be ! He rubbed his eyes and looked 
again. The rope was gone. What idiotic practical 
joke could his companion be playing at such a time ? 
Then, with a shock, the blood flowed back to his 
heart, and he turned deadly cold all over. 

Alas and alas ! It could mean but one thing. 
Benshaw's feelings at that moment were indescrib- 
able. Amazement, dismay, burning indignation, 
were all compressed within it, and following upon 
these the warning words of Marian Selwood, spoken 
that sunny morning under the cool verandah, flashed 
through his brain. 

'* He is not a man I should trust. ... He doesn't 
seem to ring true." 

Heavens and earth — it could not be! No man 
living, however base, could be guilty of such an 
act of black and bitter treachery. But in Mawrice 
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Sellon's possession was the great diamond — the superb 

Eye:' 

Even then it could not be. Sorely, surely, this 
man whose life had been saved twice now ; whom he 
had been the means of enriching for the remainder 
of that life — could not be capable of requiting him in 
such a manner as this. It must be a mere senseless 
practical joke. 

*' Anything gone wrong with the rope ? '* he called 
up, striving to suppress the ring of anxiety in his 
voice. 

No answer. 

Again he called. 

No answer. But this time, he fancied he hoard 
receding footsteps clambering up the steep hillside 
beyond. 

Eenshaw Fanning's life had not held many moments 
more bitter than those which followed. The hideous 
treachery of his false friend, the terrible fate which 
stared him in the face — pent up within that death- 
trap, and — hollow mockery — ^wealth untold lying at 
his feet. And the cold-bloodedness which had planned 
and carried out so consummate a scheme ! Why had 
not the villain drawn up the longest rope, and left 
him below in the crater instead of up here on the 
ledge ? Why, because he knew that he himself could 
be shot dead from below while climbing the upper 
rope, whereas now he was safe. The whole thing 
was as clear daylight. There was no room for doubt. 



248 RENSHAW FANNINGS QUEST. 

CHAPTER XXXII. 

JUDAS IMPROMPTU. 

One of those inexplicable problems which now 
and again crop up to puzzle the student of human 
nature and to delight the cynic is the readiness where- 
with a man, who on the whole is rather a good fellow, 
will suddenly, and at a moment's notice, plunge into 
the lowest depths of base and abject villainy. 

When Maurice Sellon first laid his hand upon the 
lower rope to ascend out of the crater, he had no 
more idea of committing this act of blackest treachery 
than his generous and all too trusting friend had. It 
came to him, so to speak, in mid-air — ^begotten of a 
consciousness of the priceless treasure now in his 
possession — of the ease wherewith he could draw up 
the rope. 

The temptation became too strong. That splendid 
stone, worth a fortune, would be all his. Renshaw 
might eventually work his way out by some other 
point — ^but not until he himself had got a long start 
to the good. He remembered his friend's words earlier 
in their expedition. '*Do you think you could find 
your way back alone ? " Strangely prophetic ! Yes, 
he thought he could do that. At any rate, with the 
fabulous wealth about him, it was worth while making 
the trial. 

We think we have hitherto made it clear that Sellon 
was not without some good impulses. Equally we 
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seem to have made it clear that he was at the same 
time what is commonly, and expressively, known 
as a *' slippery character." From a slip to a down- 
right — a heavy — fall is the work of an instant. So, 
too, had been the dastardly resolve which he had 
formed and carried out. 

He could not have lifted a hand against his friend 
— his nature was too weak for any such aggressive 
act of villainy. But to leave him to perish miserably 
of starvation, shut up there in the crater, involved 
the playing of a comparatively inactive part. And 
again, it did not look so bad. Eenshaw was a man 
of infinite resource. He might eventually succeed in 
finding a way out — probably would. Thus was 
conscience seared. 

Sellon climbed up to where the horses were grazing, 
closely knee-haltered. He untied the reiinsj and 
led them back to the place where they had camped. 
It was a short distance, but it gave him time to think. 

He saddled up his own horse. Then he took out 
the great diamond. How it flashed in the sinking 
sunlight. It must be worth a fabulous sum. All 
his own — all, not half. 

His foot was in the stirrup. He took one more 
look around. There was their resting-place, just as 
it had been left in the small hours of the morning. 
His friend's blanket still lay there, as it had been 
thrown aside. His friend's saddle and bridle — a few 
reirm and other gear. The sight of these objects set 
him thinking. 
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The sweet golden sunshine slanted down into the 
hollow, its coarse nearly run. Opposite, the great 
cliffs flashed redly at its toach ; below, the crater 
was already in shade. And apon that lonely ledge 
stood the man who was thas treacherously left to 
die a lingering death — never again to look upon a 
human face, never again to hear the sound of a 
human voice. 

Why had he been so blindly, so besottedly confiding ? 
Had he not by the very fact placed temptation in the 
other's way ? Marian was* right, '* He does not 
seem to ring true,** had been her words. Her quick 
woman's instinct had gauged the risk, while he, in 
his superior knowledge, had suffered himself to be 
led bhndfold into the trap. Ah, well, these consider- 
ations came just a trifle too late. He must make up 
his mind to meet his end, and that soon, for even to 
his resourceful brain no glimmer of a way out of the 
difficulty presented itself. 

" HaUo ! Fanning ! " 

The blood tingled in his veins at the call He 
paused a moment before replying to the treacherous 
scoundrel — and then it was in one single stem 
monosyllable. 

'* Well ? '* 

** Look here, old chap. I want to talk to you." 

" Why don't you show yourself ? " 

For although the voice came from the cliff's brow 
above, not even the speaker's head was visible. 

** Look here, old boss," went on the latter, ignoring 
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the question. ''I'm a pretty desperate sort of a 
chap just now — because I'm desperately in want of 
the needful — all of it that I can lay hands on, in fact. 
Now, with you it's diflferent ; for you went out of your 
way to tell me as much. Remember ? " 

" Go on." 

Well, you said you'd be content with moderate 
riches. Now you've got them. With me it's 
different. I want a good deal more than anything 
moderate.** 

He paused, but no answer came from below. 

'* Well, what I want to propose is this. You hold 
on to what you've got, and 1*11 stick to what I've got. 
Is that a bargain ? ** 

''No.'* 

"Now, Fanning, do be reasonable. By-the-by, 
you remember when we first talked about this place. 
I told you I had an object in trying to make a pile, 
and rather chaffed you on having one too. Said I 
believed our object was the same. Bemember ? *' 

" Well ? '* 

" Well, I little thought how I was hitting the right 
nail on the head. Now, by agreeing to my suggestion, 
you can benefit us both — benefit all three of us, 
in fact. For you behaved devilish well over that 
other business, mind, devilish well. Look here now. 
Agree that we shall start quits from this moment — 
that we each stick to what we*ve got on us— mind 
you, we've had no division yet, and you may have as 
many stones as I have— or nearly so — for all I — ^for 
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all either of us — know. Give me your straight word 
of honour that you agree to this, and — I'll let down 
the rope again." 

Here again the speaker fell unconsciously into an 
inconsistency so paradoxical as to be almost grotesque. 
Had the position been reversed, would he have 
scrupled at passing his own "word of honour" a 
score of times, if necessary, in order to get out of the 
present quandary. And once out of it would he have 
hesitated to break his pledged word equally a score 
of times, and to pursue his claim to the uttermost. 
Not for a moment would he have so scrupled. Yet 
he was prepared to accept this other man's word 
in perfect good faith. Wherein is indeed a paradox, 
and, as we have said, a grotesque one. 

" And if I refuse ? " said Eenshaw. 

*' If — ? In that case I shall not let down the rope 
again." 

" I do refuse, then." 

The stem determined tone left no room for doubt. 
That, once it was formed, there was no shaking this 
man's resolution Maurice was well aware. 

*' Then you are committing suicide," he said. 

"And you murder — murder in the blackest and 
most diabolical form in which it has ever been com- 
mitted. And — believe me or not, as you please — 
I would rather be myself here, than be you, at large 
with the results of your villainy. And those results 
— mark my last words — ^you will never benefit 
by." 
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To this there was no reply, and some minutes went 
by in silence. Again Eenshaw heard bis name called. 
But he deigned no answer. 

" I say, Fanning," came the voice from overhead 
again. '* Hang it, man, say you agree." 

''Never," now replied Eenshaw, speaking coldly 
and deliberately. "I have never been a grasping 
man, and I defy my worst enemy to charge me with 
a single instance of taking advantage of anybody. 
But — I have always tried to be a man of principle — 
to act on principle. And in utterly refusing to play 
up to your villainous hand I am following out that 
line consistently. And now, Maurice Sellon, I will 
just add this. I am alone in the world, and having 
no ties my life is to that extent my own. I will let 
it be sacrificed rather than violate a principle. But 
you, from the hour you leave this place, you will 
never know a moment's peace, never for a moment 
will the recollection of what you have done to-day 
cease to haunt you. Here from my living tomb I 
can afford to pity you." 

Again there was silence. But there was an awful- 
ness about those parting words, the more forcible 
that they were spoken without heat or anger — a 
solemnity which could not but live in the recollection 
of him to whom they were addressed. How did they 
strike him now ? 

Suddenly something shot out into the air from 
above, falling with a 'thwack' against the face of 
the cliflf. It was the raw-hide rope. 
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Bensbaw merely looked at it. The end trailed at 
his feet. Yet he put forward no hand to seize it. 

"Come on, old chap," sung out Sellon in his 
heartiest manner. " Why, I've only been playing 
oflf a practical joke on you — just to see how ' grit * 
you are. And you are ' grit ' and no mistake." 

But Benshaw shook his head with a bitter smile. 
Still be made no move forward. 

" Do you want to finish me oflf more quickly than 
at first?" he said. *'I suppose the line will be cut 
by the time I'm half-way up." 

*'No. I swear it won't," called out the other. 
"Man alive, can't you take a little chaflf? I tell 
you I've only been humbugging you all along." 

Bensbaw did not believe a word of this. But as 
he stood there the whole truth of the matter seemed 
to flash upon him. Sellon had been beset by a 
terrible temptation, and had yielded — for the moment. 
Then his better instincts had come uppermost, and 
this was the result. 

Still, as he seized the rope, and having tested it, 
started on his climb, he more than half expected 
every moment of that climb to be his last. Then 
as he rose above the brink Sellon put out his hand 
to help him. This, however, he ignored, and drew 
himself up unaided. 

"What a game chap you are, Fanning," began 
Sellon, trying to laugh. But the other turned to 
him, and there was that in the look which cut him 
short. 



JUDAS IMPROMPTU. 255 

"I only \vish I could believe in your 'practical 
joke' theory, Sellon/' said Benshaw, and his tones 
were very cold and stern. " But I can't, and I tell 
you so straight. Do you know that for the bare 
attempt at the hideous treachery you proposed just 
now you would be lynched without mercy, in any 
mining camp in the world. Wait— let me say it 
out. I have shared my secret with you, and have 
given you wealth, and even now I will not go back 
on our bargain — share and share alike. But there 
is one condition which I must exact." 

*'And what's that?" asked Sellon, shortly, not at 
all relishing the other's way of looking at things. 

'*I trusted you as fully as any man ever was 
trusted. I thought the large diamond was as safe 
in your possession as in my own. I left it in your 
possession, thereby placing temptation in your way. 
Now I must insist on taking charge of it myself." 

''Oh, that's another pair of shoes. Possession, 
you know — nine points — eh ? " answered Maurice, 
defiantly. 

"Why, the very fact of your hesitating a moment 
proves what your intentions were, and are," said 
Benshaw, speaking rather more quickly, for even he 
was fast reaching the limits of patience. " I must 
ask you to hand it over." 

" And suppose I decline ? " 

" One of us two will not leave this place alive." 

Sellon started. Well he might* There was a look 
upon the other's face which he had never seen ther© 
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before. Accustomed as he was to trade upon his 
friend's good nature, he could hardly believe him in 
earnest now. He had felt a real liking for Benshaw, 
sincere, but dashed with a touch of superiority. A 
fine fellow in many ways, but soft in others, had been 
his verdict. And now this man was actually dictating 
terms to him. Even then, however, some faint 
stirrings of his better impulses moved Sellon, but 
greed of gain, selfishness, self-importance, came 
uppermost. 

'' I'm not the sort of man to be bullied into any- 
thing,'' he answered. 

They stood there facing each other — there on the 
brink of that marvellous treasure house — on the 
brink, too, of a deadly quarrel over the riches which 
it had yielded them. To the generous mind of one 
there was something infinitely repulsive — degrading 
— in the idea of quarrelling over this question of gain. 
But in this instance it was to him a question of self- 
respect, and therefore of principle. How was it 
going to end ? 

They stood there facing each other; the coun- 
tenance of one set and determined, that of the other 
sullen, defiant, dogged. How was it going to end ? 

Suddenly an ejaculation escaped Sellon, and the 
expression of his face changed to one of vivid alarm. 

" Oh, good God ! " he cried. " Here they come ! 
Look I look!" and, turning at the same time, he 
started oflf up the hill towards where the horses were 
fitanding, fortunately ready saddled. 
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BenshaWy suspecting a new trick, sent a quick 
glance backward over his shoulder. But the other 
had spoken truly. 

Swarming over the opposite brow of the mountain, 
came a crowd of uncouth shapes. Baboons? No. 
Ape-like, it was true, but— human. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 



THE " SCHELM BUSHMEN." 



No further thought of their quarrel now. That must 
be put aside in the face of the common enemy. 

They had several hundred yards of stiff uphill 
work before they could reach the horses. The savages 
were still nearly a mile distant, but above, and 
running on the level. It would be a near race. 

As soon as they perceived that their approach was 
discovered the barbarians set up a shrill yell, and 
redoubled their efforts to arrive in time to cut off our 
two adventurers from their horses. It became a 
stirring race for life. 

Up the steep mountain-side they pressed. Een- 
shaw, being in hard training, easily took the lead. 
The other began to pant and blow in most distressful 
fashion almost before he was half way. 

" Keep up, Sellon. Put on a spurt, if you can," 
said Benshaw, dropping on one knee and taking aim 
at the onrushing crowd. 

The weapon cracked. It was a long shot, but he 

s 
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had fired ''into the brown." There was a splash 
of dast^ just short of the mob. Then the savages 
scattered^ leaping and bounding like bucks. One 
could be seen crawling on the sward, evidently badly 
wounded by the ball in its ricochet. 

But the check was only momentary. On pressed 
the pursuers, now in more scattered formation, zig- 
zagging along the rocks at the base of the cock's- 
comb ridge, nearer, nearer. They were a hideous 
group— -some squat and monkey-like, others long and 
gaunt — grotesque mud-coloured figures, their ragged 
wool and staring, horn-like ears given them the 
aspect of so many medisevally depicted fiends. They 
were armed with assegais and bows. Already many 
of them were fitting arrows to the string. 

Sellon, hardly able to put one foot before the other, 
had reached his horse. Staggering with exhaustion, 
he just managed to throw himself into the saddle. 
But he had completely lost his head. 

" Down the gully, Sellon — ^it's our only chance — 
but it's neck or nothing. Follow my lead — and — 
keep your head.*' 

It crossed Eenshaw's mind to deliver another shot. 
But it would only be precious time lost. There were 
at least fifty of their assailants. One shot, however 
fatal, would not stop them, and it was of the first im- 
portance to keep beyond range of the poisoned arrows. 

Bugged as the gully had seemed in ascending, it 
was a tenfold more formidable business now. It was 
like riding down a flight of stairs, with the difference 
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that here the evenness of the stairs was lacking. 
Large boulders and small ones^ sharp stones and 
smooth stones^ loose stones and rubble — all had to 
be got over somehow. And then, that awful precipice 
at the bottom ! 

And now the cliffs resounded with the shrill yells 
of the pursuers. They had reached the head of the 
gully, and, dropping from rock to rock with the 
agility of monkeys, were gaining on the two white 
men. Eenshaw, turning warily in his saddle, while 
still keeping an eye on the guidance of his steed, got 
in one revolver shot at a gaunt Koranna, who had 
sprung to the top of a boulder, and was on the point 
of launching a spear. The fellow threw up his arms 
and toppled backwards, but not before he had hurled 
his weapon, which, inflicting a flesh wound on 
Sellon's horso, caused the animal to squeal and 
bound forward. 

Perfectly unmanageable, frenzied with pain and 
terror, the horse shot past Eenshaw, his rider vainly 
endeavouring to restrain him. One stride — two — 
three— the horse was among the loose rubble on the 
clififs brow. There was a prodigious plunging of 
hoofs — a cloud of dust and gravel — a slide — a frantic 
struggle — ^then with a scream, which even at that 
stirring moment curdled the listeners' blood, the poor 
steed disappeared into space — while his rider, who, 
in the very nick of time, had slipped to the ground, 
stood bewildered and pale at the thought of the 
frightful danger he had escaped. 
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But there was peril enough behind to allow no 
time for thought. The barbarians, profiting by the 
moment's confusion, came swarming down the rocks, 
yelling and hissing like fiends. A shower of assegais 
and arrows came whizzing about the ears of the 
fugitives. 

The latter, in about three bounds, had cleared the 
fearful " elbow " overhanging the abyss, and which 
they had crossed so circumspectly in cold blood the 
previous day. Bounding it safely, they had gained 
one advantage ; they were out of arrow range for the 
moment. 

" Lay hold of my stirrup-leather," cried Benshaw, 
''and run alongside. There's clear going now for 
some way to come." 

But Sellon had sunk to the ground groaning with 
pain. 

*' I can't," he gasped. *' My ankle's sprained." 

Here was a situation. A dismounted comrade 
with a sprained ankle, unable to walk even, let alone 
run ; a crowd of bloodthirsty barbarians close behind 
swarming down the mountain-side in pursuit. Surely 
one of the two must be sacrificed. 

But Benshaw did not hesitate. The other had 
planned and willingly carried out a diabolical scheme 
of robbery and murder — even up to the time they 
were surprised had plainly shown a resolve to rob 
him of his share of the undertaking. Why should he 
sacrifice his own life for the benefit of such a worth- 
less ungrateful scoundrel ? 
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Nothing is quicker than thought. In that moment 
of deadly peril — ^in the mad heat of a race for life — 
swifter than the lightning flash there swept through 
his mind the promise Violet had exacted from him 
during that last ride together. "Promise that you 
will stand my friend. ... Promise that if ever you 
can help me you will." And with it there flashed a 
serious doubt as to whether it would in fact be the 
act of a friend to be instrumental in placing her at the 
mercy of such an unprincipled rascal as Maurice Sellon. 

But to this succeeded a far graver consideration. 
The last Mass in the little church at Fort Lamport 
— doubly solemn because perforce so seldom at- 
tended — the white-headed old priest and his simple, 
straightforward counsels, and above all at that 
moment the words, intoned in the Sunday's epistle, 
^^ Sed si esurient inimicus tuvs, ciba iUumj si sitit, 
potiim da illi.'* ("But if thine enemy be hungry, 
give him to eat ; if thirsty, give him to drink.*') 

Eenshaw's Christianity was of pure gold. He did 
not hesitate now. 

" Jump up,'' he said, dismounting, and helping the 
other to gain his own saddle, " I'll run alongside." 

The pursuers had now doubled the spur which had 
afforded temporary concealment to the fugitives. At 
sight of one of these on foot, they set up a shrill yell 
of triumph, and streamed down the declivity. 

The latter was fearfully steep. No horse could 
put his best pace forward without going head over 
heels, to a dead certainty. 
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''Turn off to the right, quick!'* said Benshaw. 
At the same moment he was conscious of a slight 
pricking in the foot. But he heeded it not. 

By the aboye " double " they gained a slight ad- 
vantage. Unless, however, they could reach ground 
more level before the pursuers should come within 
bow-shot, their fate was sealed. 

On, on swept the wild man-hunt ; nearer, nearer 
came the shrill yells of the savages. The twang of 
bow-strings now was heard. The elf-like little 
demons were already beginning to discharge their 
deadly, poisoned shafts. 

But hope, well-nigh dead in the breasts of the 
fugitives, arose once more. The scarp of the moun- 
tain-side became less steep. In a minute or two they 
would gain the comparatively level and winding 
valley by which they had approached. The Korannas 
seeing this, redoubled their efforts. 

But so, too, did the fugitives. The horse-hoofs 
thundered down the slope, the staunch steed tearing 
at his bit, and snorting with miitgled excitement and 
apprehension. 

The leaping, bounding crowd of hideous bar- 
barians came shambling down like a troop of apes, 
in hot pursuit, eagerly anticipating the sport of 
tearing limb from limb the two white invaders. On 
—on ! 

At last ! The valley was gained. On compara- 
tively level ground the speed of the horse would tell. 
Yet it would not do to loiter. All manner of short 
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cuts would be known to their enemies ; short cuts 
which these human apes in their native wilds could 
take across the mountains, and arrive at a given 
point more quickly than a horseman. Our adven- 
turers had good reason to fear such an eventuality. 
There was no time to be lost. 

''Let me hold on to the stirrup leather, Sellon," 
said Eenshaw. ''lean get along at twice the pace 
then. I'm beginning to feel rather blown now." 

There was that about Sellon's acquiescence which 
seemed to show that had the danger been more 
pressing, it would not have been so readily accorded. 
Nothing easier than to spur on the horse and dart 
away. And he still had the great diamond in his 
possession. But the shouts of the pursuers seemed 
already growing fainter behind. 

The sun was setting. Peak and mountain-wall 
were gleaming golden in the parting light, but down 
there in the kloof the darkling grey of evening had 
already fallen. In half an hour it would be night. 

Yet they slackened not in their flight. The clinking 
flash of the horse-hoofs rasped the stony way, but 
the yelling of the pursuers had died away completely. 
Still it would not do to slacken their efforts. 

Suddenly Benshaw running alongside stumbled, 
then staggered a few yards and sank to the ground. 
A curious numbed feeling had come into his legs. 
They had literally given way beneath him. As he 
tried to rise, he was conscious of feeling half para- 
lyzed. 
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" Come along, man ! " cried the other, impatiently. 
*' Why, what's the row ? " 

'* This ! " he said,* slowly, pointing to a small 
puncture in his boot just on the instep. *' I felt the 
sting when yon first came to grief. I've been pinked 
by a poisoned arrow.'* 

The place was a wild one, shut in between lofty 
cliffs, gloomy now with the falling shadows of night. 
Benshaw knew that he would never leave it alive. 

*' Good-bye, Sellon," he said, the stupor deepening 
upon him even as he spoke. ''Don't bother any 
more about me. You're on the right track now, and 
must find your way as best you can. Go on and 
leave me." 

''Nonsense, old chap — make an effort, and try 
what you can do." 

But Benshaw shook his head. "No," he said. 
" I cannot even get up. You must take care of your- 
self now. Go on and leave me." 

Sellon looked at him for a moment without a word. 
Then he went on. 

CHAPTER XXXIV. 

LEFT TO DIE. 

The glooming shadows of night crept on apace. 

Benshaw, lying there in the wild rocky defile, felt 
the poison stealing insidiously through his veins in 
a kind of slow drowsy stupor. He knew that he was 
doomed ; he realized that even if the wild Korannas 
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did not speedily come up and put an end to 
his sufferings yet his hour had come. The poison 
was too deadly for antidote, and he had no antidote. 

In his stupor he hardly heard the receding hoof- 
strokes of his companion — ^his companion for whose 
life he had given his own, and who now rode away 
leaving him alone in that remote and savage solitude 
to die. 

He lay there as he had sunk down. The night 
grew pitchy black between those grim, frowning walls 
of cliff. The faint stir of a cool breeze played in 
fitful puffs about his pallid brow already cold and 
moist with the dews of approaching death. The 
stars flashed from the vault above in a narrow riband 
of gold between the loom of the great cliffs against 
the sky. The melancholy howl of some prowling 
beast rose now and again upon the night. 

There was a patter, patter of stealthy feet among 
the stones — a gleam of scintillating green from raven- 
ing eyes. Nearer, nearer came the pitpat of those 
soft footfalls. The wild creatures of the waste had 
scented their prey. 

Man — the lord of the beasts of creation. Man — 
before whose erect form the four-footed camivora of 
the desert fled in terror — what was he now — how was 
he represented here? A mere thing of flesh and 
blood, an abject thing — ^prostrate, helpless, dying. 
An easy prey. The positions were reversed. 

The gleam of those hungry eyes — ^the baring of gaunt 
jaws, the lolling tongues — ^were as things unknown 
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to the stricken adventurer. The shrill yelp, echoing 
from the great krantzes, calling upon more to come 
to the feast — ^the snapping snarl, as hungry rivals 
drew too near each other — all passed unnoticed. 
Nearer, nearer they came, a ravening circle. For 
they knew that the prey was sure. 

What a contrast ! This man, with the cool, daunt- 
less brain — the hardened frame so splendidly pro- 
portioned, lay there in the pitchy blackness at the 
mercy of the skulking, cowardly scavengers of those 
grim mountain solitudes. And what had wrought 
this strange, this startling contrast? Only a mere 
tiny puncture, scarcely bigger than a pin prick. 

A cold nose touched his cheek. The contact acted 
like a charm. He sat bolt upright and struck out 
violently. A soft furry coat gave way before his fist — 
there was a yelp, a snarl of terror, and a sound of 
pattering feet scurrying away into deeper darkness, 
but — only to return again. 

As though the shock had revived him, Benshaw's 
brain began to recover its dormant faculties. It 
awoke to the horror, the peril of the position. And 
with that awakening came back something of the 
old adventurous, dauntless resolution. He remem- 
bered that violent exercise — ^to keep the patient walk- 
ing — ^was among the specifics in cases of venomous 
snake-bite, which in conjunction with other antidotes 
he had more than once seen employed with signal 
success. But in his own case the other antidotes 
were wanting . 
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Still the old dogged determination — the strength 
of a trained will — ^prevailed. He would make the 
effort, even if it were to gain some inaccessible ledge 
or crevice where he might die in peace. Even in the 
midst of his numbed and torpid stupor the loathing 
horror wherewith he had encountered the touch of 
the wild creature's muzzle acted like a whip. To be 
devoured by those brutes like a diseased sheep — 
faugh ! 

Gaining his feet with an effort, he unscrewed the 
stopper of his flask and drank off the contents. With 
the poison working in his system the fiery spirit was 
as water to him. But its effect was invigorating, 
and setting his face toward the cliffs he staggered 
forth into the darkness. 

Before the once more erect figure of their dread 
enemy, Man, the skulking jackals and hyenas slunk 
back in dismay. But only into the background. 
Stealthily, warily they watched his progress, follow- 
ing afar softly and noiselessly upon his footsteps. 
For their keen instinct satisfied them that this 
stricken representative of the dominant species would 
never leave their grisly rock-girt haunt alive. It 
was only a question of patience. 

The instinct, too, of the latter led him on. His 
stupefied brain still realized two things. Under the 
shelter of the crags he would be in safer hiding from 
human enemies, and that haply a ledge among the 
same would afford him a secure refuge from the 
loathsome beasts now shadowing him, and ready to 
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pounce upon him when he should be too weak to 
offer any resistance. 

On— on, he pressed — ever upward. Steeper and 
steeper became the way. Suddenly he stopped short. 
Before him was a wall of rock. 

He peered searchingly upward in the darkness. 
A cleft slanted obliquely up the cliff*s face. His 
knowledge of the mountains and their formation 
told him that here might be the very thing he 
sought. His instinct still guiding him, he began to 
scale the cleft. He found it an easy matter. Thera 
were plenty of rough projections, affording hand and 
foot hold. The ghoul-like S3avengers of the desert 
could not follow him here. 

Under ordinary circumstances the climb would 
have been a difficult one, especially at night. But 
now, as in the case of the somnambulist, matter 
triumphed over mind. The mind bemg dormant 
and the centre of gravity undisturbed by mental 
misgivings, however unconscious, he ascended safely. 

The climb came to an end. Here was the very 
thing. A ledge, at first barely four feet broad, and 
then widening out as it ran round the face of the 
cliff — and sloping — not outward as ordinarily, but 
inward. What he did not see in his now returning 
torpor, was a black, narrow cave running upward 
in continuation of the cleft by which he had as- 
cended. 

He crawled along the ledge. Here at any rate 
nothing could disturb his last hours. The cool night 
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wind fanned his brow — the single strip of radiant 
stars seemed to dance in one dazzling ocean of light. 
His stupefaction reasserted itself. He sank down 
in dead unconsciousness. Was it slumber or death ? 

It was not death. Benshaw awoke at last ; awoke 
to consciousness in a strange half-light. Above was 
a roof of overhanging rock — underneath him, too, 
was the same hard rock. A strip of sky, now a pale 
blue, was all he could see. 

Baising himself upon his elbow, he looked forth. 
The sun was setting in a blood-red curtain of cloud 
beyond the distant mountain peaks, shedding a fiery 
glow upon the stupendous chain of iron cliffs which 
overhung the weird and desolate defile. It came 
home to Benshaw then, that he must have slept for 
nearly twenty-four hours. 

He still felt terribly weak, and his dazed and dizzy 
brain was still beclouded as in a fog. The events of 
yesterday, of his lifetime, in fact, seemed but as a 
far-away and uncertain dream. At any rate he could 
die in peace here — in peace with all mankind. He 
felt no fear of death, he had faced it too often. The 
utter loneliness of his last hours seemed to hold no 
terrors for him either, and he even found himself 
drowsily thinking that such surroundings — the grim, 
beetling cliffs, the wild and rugged peaks, the utter 
desolation of this remote untrodden solitude — ^were 
meet witnesses to the last hours of one who had 
spent the bulk of his life in their midst. His mind 
went back to the present undertaking and its 
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disastrous results — ^to the "Valley of the Eye/' to 
Sellon's selfish treachery — and his own self-sacrifice. 
But for that same act of treachery^ tardily repented 
of as it was, they would both have got out safe, for 
it was during the time thus lost that the horde of 
Bushmen and Korannas had stolen up to surprise 
them. Ah, well, what did it matter now? What 
did anything matter? The treasure — the precious 
stones which he had thrown into the balance against 
his own life — what did they count now? He had 
enough of them about him at that moment to place 
him in affluent circumstances, had it been willed 
that he should live. Yet of what account were they 
now ? Mere dross. 

Then there arose before him a vision of Sunning- 
dale — the cool, leafy garden, the spreuws piping 
among the fig trees, the plashing murmur of the 
river, and Violet Avory, as he had last seen her — 
no not then so much as at the moment when she 
had extracted that promise. Well, he had kept 
his promise, at any rate. And then Violet's image 
faded, and, strange to say, the face which bent over 
his rocky couch, even the hard bed of death, was 
not hers, but that of Marian — sweet, pitying, sooth- 
ing. And then the poor, clouded brain grew dim 
again — dim and restful. 

But there are times when a subtle instinct of peril 
will penetrate even a drugged understanding. Un- 
easily Eenshaw raised himself on his elbow, and 
again loaked forth. The sun had disappeared now; 



LEFT TO DIE, 271 

a red afterglow still lingered on the loftier peaks, 
but the abrupt scarps of the great mountains were 
assuming a purpler gloom. Looking up, he noted 
that the overhanging rock projected beyond the slope 
of the ledge, forming a kind of roof. Looking down- 
ward along the ledge he saw — 

A huge leopard crouching flat upon its belly, its 
long tail gently waving, its green scintillating eyes 
fixed upon him. As they met his, a low rumbling 
purr issued from the beast's throat, and with a 
stealthy, almost imperceptible glide, it crawled a 
little nearer. 

With consummate presence of mind, he followed 
its example. Without changing his position he felt 
cautiously for his gun. Fool that he was ! He had 
left it behind — surely at the spot where he had sunk 
down in his stupor. Then he felt for his revolver ; 
but that too, he had somehow contrived to lose. He 
was unarmed. 

The beast was barely twenty yards distant. The 
low, rumbling purr increased in volume. As he 
kept his eyes fixed on those of the huge cat, Eenshaw 
felt a strange eerie fascination creeping over him. 
The thing was not real. It was a nightmare— an 
illusion come to haunt his last hours. He would 
break the spell. 

Again he looked forth. The loom of the towering 
peaks was blacker now against the silvery sky — the 
grey shadows deeper within the desolate kloofs. He 
noted too that he was at an elevation of nearly thirty 



272 RENSHAW FANNINGS QUEST. 

feet from the ground. In his weakened state there 
was no escape that way. 

The hungry savage beast crawled nearer and 
nearer along the ledge. The feline purr changed 
to a hideous snarly as with eyes glittering like green 
stars from its rounds speckled head^ it bared its 
fangs, and gathered its lithe muscular body for the 
fatal spring. 

And the man lay powerless to avoid it ; unarmed, 
helpless, unable to stir, to move a finger in his own 
defence. 

CHAPTER XXXV. 

THE PRICE OF BLOOD. 

After the explanations attendant upon Christopher 
Selwood's awkward discovery, relations between 
Violet and her entertainers became somewhat 
strained. 

Spoiled and petted ever since she could remember, 
bowed down to as a very goddess as she grew up in 
her fascinating girlhood; accustomed to the most 
unbounded admiration, and undivided withal, Violet 
Avory was now receiving almost her first check. 

It was all very well for her host to wonder ** what 
the deuce she could see in the fellow,'' the fact re- 
mained that her love for Maurice Sellon engrossed 
her whole headstrong and passionate nature, and 
opposition served no other purpose than to rivet her 
determination. 
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To reasoning she was deaf. All appeals to her 
sense of self-respect rendered her sullen — ^but under- 
lying this suUenness lurked a dogged intensity of 
resolution. If ever a woman was on the road to ruin 
Violet Avory was that woman, and she would be 
lucky did she escape the final goal. 

The days that followed were tolerably uncomfort- 
able for all concerned. Violet sulked. She was an 
adept in the art of putting on an air of outraged 
innocence, and managed to make everybody supremely 
uncomfortable accordingly. She kept to her room 
as much as she conveniently could, and when she 
did venture out she shunned Marian's companion- 
ship, taking her solitary wanderings in secluded 
places. Her hostess, angered and disgusted, after 
one or two further attempts at reasoning with her, 
fell in with her mood, and left her severely to herself. 
But kind-hearted Chris — with whom she had always 
been a great favourite — ^persisted in declaring that 
she was not the one to blame in the matter — ^that she 
was rather deserving of sympathy — and he accord- 
ingly was the only one to whom she condescended to 
unbend. 

She was so sorry to be such a nuisance to every- 
body, she would say, putting on the most winningly 
plaintive air for his benefit. Had she not better go at 
once instead of waiting for opportunities, which might 
not occur for weeks ? She would be quite safe, and 
had no fear of travelling by herself. She was only 
a *'wet blanket" in the house, and an intolerable 

T 
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burden — she could see that. Everybody was so 
strange now — as if she had done something awful. 
He, Christopher, was the only one who ever gave her 
a kind word, or seemed to care whether she was alive 
or dead. And then out would come the daintiest 
little lace handkerchief in the world, and, of course, 
poor old soft-hearted Christopher felt extremely foolish 
—as she intended he should — and wilder than ever 
with the absent Sellon, which she did not intend. 

Then he would endeavour to reassure her and 
reiterate again and again that nobody blamed her, 
which, of course, did not impose upon her, for with 
the freemasonry existing among women Violet knew 
better ; knew that she was in fact the very one whom 
her hostess indeed did think the most to blame. She 
must not hurry away from them like that, he would 
say. Things would come right again— it was only a 
temporary misunderstanding, and they would all be 
as jolly again together as before. And Violet in her 
secret heart rejoiced — ^for any day might bring back 
her lover. However great was her apparent anxiety 
to relieve them of her presence it would not do to be 
hurried away just in time to miss him. That would 
be too awful. 

Her relief at the welcome reprieve would not, how- 
ever, have been so great had she been aware of a 
certain fact as to which she had been designedly kept 
in ignorance. Selwood had written to Maurice, direct- 
ing the letter to the principal hotel of a town through 
which the treasure seekers were bound to pass on 
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their return. He had taken steps to ensure its imme- 
diate delivery, or return to himself if not claimed 
within a given period, and in it she asked Sellon not 
to come to Sunningdale until he had had an interview 
with the writer — at any place he, Sellon, might 
choose to appoint. No, assuredly, her equanimity 
might have been a trifle disturbed had she known of 
that. So the days went by. 

• « • « » 

One afternoon she was indulging in a solitary stroll, 
according to her recent habit. It was nearly sun- 
down. She walked along absently, her dress sweep- 
ing the crickets in chirruping showers from the long 
dank herbage under the shade of the quince hedge. 
She crossed, the deserted garden, and gained the 
rough wicket-gate opening out of it on the other side. 
Down the narrow bridle-path, winding through the 
tangled brake she moved, still absently as in a dream. 
And she was in a dream, for it was down this path 
that they two had walked that first morning — ah ! 
so long ago now. 

She stood upon the river bank, on the very spot 
where they had stood together. The great peaks 
soaring aloft were all golden in the slanting sunset. 
The shout and whistle of the Kaffir herds 'bringing 
in their flocks sounded from the sunlit hillside, 
mellowed by distance. Doves cooed softly in the 
thorn-brake — ^their voices mingling with the fantastic 
whistle of the yellow thrush and the shrill chatter of 
a cloud of finks flashing in and out of their hanging 
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nosts above the water i. She stood thus in the radiant 
evening light, trying to infuse her mind with a 
measure of its peace. 

But above the voices of Nature and of evening 
came another sound — ^the dull thud of hoofs. Some 
one was riding up the bridle-path on the other side 
of the river. Heavens ! Could it be ? 

The thought set her every pulse tingling. Nearer, 
nearer came the hoof strokes. 

The horseman emerged from the brake. Tired 
and travel- worn he looked, so too did his steed. The 
latter plunged knee-deep into the cool stream, and 
drank eagerly, gratefully, of the flowing waters. 

But the glint of the white dress on the bank oppo- 
site caught the rider's eye. Up went his head. So 
too did that of the horse, jerked up suddenly by a 
violent wrench of the bridle. There was a prodigious 
splashing, stifling the horseman's exclamation, as he 
plunged through the drift, and the water flew in 
great jets around. Then scarce had the dripping 
steed touched the opposite bank than the rider sprang 
to the ground and the waiting, expectant figure was 
folded tight in his arms. 

'' Oh, Maurice, darling, it is you at last ! " she 
murmured, clinging to him in his close embrace. 
And then she felt that it was good indeed to live. 

" Me ? Bather ! And ' at last ' is about the word 
for it. And so my little girl has been waiting here for 
me ever since I went away. Confess ! Hasn't she ? " 

*'Yes*" 
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"Of course. This was always our favourite re- 
treat, wasn't it? Still, I thought just the very 
moment I happened to arrive you would be any- 
where else — ^with the rest of the crowd. It's just 
one's luck as a rule. But mine is better this time — 
rather ! " 

*'But — but — Where's Eenshaw?" she asked, lifting 
her head, as she suddenly became alive to the other's 
non-appearance. Sellon looked rather blank, 

''H'm— ha!— Eenshaw? Well— he isn't here— 
hasn't come, anyhow.'* 

"Buc — is he coming on after you?" she said, 
awake to the inconvenience of their first meeting 
being suddenly broken in upon. 

"M well. The fact is, Violet darling, you 

don't care about anything or anybody now we are 
together again? The long and the short of it is, 
poor Fanning has rather come to grief ! " 

" Come to grief ! " she echoed, wonderingly. 

"Well — ^yes. Fact is, I'm afraid the poor chap 
will never show up here again. He got hit — ^bowled 
over by those cursed Bushmen or Korannas, or what- 
ever they were. We had to give them leg-bail, I can 
tell you. They pinked him with one of their poisoned 
arrows. He's done for." 

" Oh I Poor Eenshaw ! " cried Violet, in horror, 
"But you — ^you are unhurt, dearest? You have — 
have come back to me safe I " 

" Safe as a church. I got a trifle damaged too. 
Sprained my ankle just at the wrong time — ^those 



278 RENSHAW FANNINGS QUEST. 

Bushmen devils coming on hard in oar rear. Tonch 
and go. 1*11 tell you all about it by-and-bye. I 
shan't tell the others about Fanning all at once — 
break it gradually, you know. So don't you cut in 
with it." 

'* Poor Eenshaw ! " That was all. In those two 
words she dismissed the memory of the man but for 
whose unselfish heroism the lover in whose embrace 
she nestled so restfully, so gladsomely, would now 
be lying in ghastly fragments among the weird 
mountains of that far-away land. " Poor Eenshaw ! " 
Such was his epitaph at her lips. Truly her all- 
absorbing clandestine passion had exercised no im- 
proving, no softening influence upon Violet Avory — 
as, indeed, how should it? — for was it not the 
intensely selfish absorption of an intensely selfish 
nature ! *' Poor Eenshaw ! " 

And the man — he who owed his life to the other 
many times over, but never so much as in the last 
instance — ^what of him ? 

Nothing ! For from such a nature as his nothicg 
was to be expected. This modern Judas, unlike his 
prototype, was prepared to enjoy to the full the price 
of blood. No compunction on that head troubled 
him. 

" Oh, Maurice. I must warn you ! " cried Violet, 
suddenly. " Everything has come out." 

He started then. A grey scared look came over 
his face. His conscience and his mind flew back to 
those grim, iron-bouud deserts* 
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''Everything?" he stammered^ blankly, 

*'Yes, dear. About ourselves, I mean. I can't 
imagine how, but it has. They have been leading 
me such a life. Hilda has been perfectly hateful. 
The way in which she has treated me is absolutely 
scandalous. And Marian — sanctimonious sheep ! 
Pah ! I hate them all/' she broke off, her eyes 
flashing. 

''My poor darling. But how do you suppose it 
happened? You haven't been leaving any letters 
about ? " 

" No — ^no — ^no," she interrupted quickly. " No, 
no. My belief is — ^she— %he — ^has found out where I 
— I am — where you are — and has written to them." 

His face grew dark. 

"That devil!" he muttered between his teeth. 
" That she-devil would do anything — anything." 

" I want to warn you, Maurice. The only way 
out of the difficulty, while we are here, is for us to 
pretend to care nothing about each other — that the 
past was only a matter of a passing flirtation, and 
not to be taken seriously. Do you follow my plan ? " 

"Yes; but I don't Hke it." 

" That can't be helped. Do you suppose I like it ? 
But it will not be for long. I am going away very 
soon — ^it might be any day now — ^home again. Then 
we can make up for the present hateful restraint. 
What is to prevent you returning by the same steamer ? 
You will, Maurice, darling — ^you will — will you not ? " 
she urged, clinging closer to him, and looking up into 
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bis eyes with a piteoasly hungering expression^ as 
though fearing to read there the faintest forestalment 
of a negative. But her fears were groundless. 

*^ Will I ? I should rather think I would. Listen, 
Violet. This mad expedition of poor Fanning's has 
turned up trumps. I have that about me at this 
moment which should be worth two or three hundred 
thousand pounds at least. Only think of it. We 
have the world at our feet^-^a new life before us. 
You are, as you say, going home. But it will be to 
a real home ! '' 

She looked into his eyes — ^her gaze seemed to bum 
into his — her breast was heaving convulsively. 

They understood each other, 

'* Do you mean it, Maurice ? ** she gasped. " My 
darling, do you really and truly mean it ? " 

" Mean it ? Of course I do. It was with no other 
object I went risking my life a dozen times a day in 
that ghastly desert. With the wealth that is ours 
we can aflford to defy all the world — ^that she-devil 
included. And we will." 

''Yes,wewiU." 

Their lips met once more, and thus the compact 
was sealed. Alas — ^poor Violet ! She had given 
herself over, bound, into the enemy's hand. She 
had sold herself, and the price paid was the price 
of blood — even the blood of him who had sacrificed 
bis own life for hey sake, 
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sellon's last lib. 

But that he held the key to it in the shape of Violet's 
communication, the reserve, not to say coldness, of 
his reception by the family, would have astonished 
Sellon not a little. Now, however, it in no wise 
disconcerted him ; rather, it struck him in the light 
of a joke. He had got his cue, and meant to act 
up to it. 

So when his somewhat involuntary host asked if 
he would mind giving him a private interview, he 
replied with the j oiliest laugh in the world — 

'' Certainly, certainly, my dear fellow. Delighted. 
Well, Miss Effie "—as that young person ran against 
them in the hall — " here I am, back again to tease 
you, you see." 

*' Where's Uncle Eenshaw, Mr. Sellon?" said the 
child. 

Maurice stared. The straight question — the 
straight look accompanying it, disconcerted him for 
a moment. 

" Eenshaw ! Oh, coming on," he answered quickly, 
" coming on. Be here soon, I dare say." 

He had made the same sort of reply to the same 
inquiry on the part of his host. He thought he 
had done with the subject. It irritated him to be 
called upon to repeat the same lie over and over 
ftgaift. 
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"By the way, Mr. Sellon," began the latter, " did 
you get the letter I sent you at Maraisdorp ? " 

"Mister Sellon!" Maurice started. Old Chris. 
was taking the thing seriously indeed, he thought 
with an inward laugh. 

" Not I," he answered. " Probably for the best 
of all possible reasons. I didn't come through 
Maraisdorp, or anywhere near it." 

" Before going any further, I want you to look at 
this," said Selwood, unlocking a small safe and 
taking out the unfortunate missive. "Wait — excuse 
me one moment, I want you to look attentively at 
the direction first." 

He still held the envelope. Maurice took one 
glance at the address — the handwriting — and as he 
did so his face was not pleasant to behold. 

"All right. I know that caligraphy well enough. 
Ought to by this time. Ha, ha ! So she has been 
favouring you with her peculiar views on things 
in general and me in particular. You ought to feel 
honoured." 

" I ? Favouring me ? " echoed the other, in a state 
of amazement. 

"Yes — ^you. I suppose the communication is an 
interesting one." 

" My dear Sellon, look at the address again," said 
Christopher, handing him the envelope. 

"By Jove! It's for me, after all," looking at it 
again. "What a treat! Why the devil can't the 
^oman write legibly ! " he muttered. Then aloud ; 
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*' Why, it looks exactly as if it was addressed to you, 
Selwood/' 

'* Ha ! I am very glad indeed to hear you say that. 
I thought the same. You see, I'd got it mixed up 
among a crowd of other letters, and opened it by 
mistake." 

"The devil you did!'* 

" Yes. I can only tell you how sorry I am, and 
how I have spent life cursing my blundering asinine 
stupidity ever since. But there is another thing. I 
feel bound in honour to tell you that I didn't become 
aware of the mistake until I had run my eye down 
the first page. You will notice there is no beginning. 
I turned to the signature for enlightenment ; but 
between the first page and the signature I did not 
read a word." 

Sellon burst into a roar of laughter — apparently 
over the mistake, in reality as he realized how quickly 
he would be in a position to turn the enemy's flank. 

** My dear fellow, don't say another word about it. 
The joke is an exceedingly rich one. See what comes 
of our names being so infernally alike. Two Sells — 
eh ? But you don't suppose I am going to share in 
your entertainment over this charming epistle ? Not 
much. Just oblige me with a match." 

''Wait, wait," cried the other. '* Better read it 
this time — or, at any rate, as much of it as it was my 
misfortune to see." 

"H'm! Well, here goes," said Maurice, jerking 
the letter out of the envelope as though it would 
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barn his fingers. '' Quite so/' he went on^ with a 
bitter sneer, running his eye down the sheet. 
''That's about enough of this highly entertaining 
document^ the rest can be taken as read, like a 
petition to the House of Commons. That match, 
if you please. Thanks. I need hardly remind you, 
Selwood," he went on, watching the flaming sheet 
curling up in the grate, *' I need hardly remind you 
how many, men there are in this world who marry 
the wrong woman. I dare say I needn't remind you 
either that a considerable percentage of these are 
entrapped and defrauded into the concern by lies and 
deception, against which it is next to impossible for 
any man to guard — at all events any young man. 
When to this I add that there are women in this 
world who for sheer, gratuitous, uniform fiendishness 
of disposition could give the devil points and beat 
him at an easy canter. I think I've said about 
enough for all present purposes." 

' ' This is an awkward and most unpleasant busi- 
ness," said Selwood. '' Excuse me if I feel bound 
to refer once more to that letter. The — er — writer 
makes reference by name to Miss Avory, who is a 
guest in my house, and a relation of my wife's — and 
that, too, in a very extraordinary manner, to put it 
as mildly as I can." 

"My dear fellow, that's a little way of hers. I 
can assure you I am most awfully put out that you 
should have been annoyed about the business. As to 
the mistake, don't give it aiiother thought," 
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" How did Mrs. — er — the writer — ^know Miss Avory 
was here?'* 

This was a facer — ^not so much the question as the 
fact that the knowledge of Violet's whereabouts on 
the part of the writer implied that he, Sellon, had 
not met her there at Sunningdale for the first time. 
But he hoped the other might not notice this side 
of it. 

*' That's beyond me," he answered. " How did 
she know I was here ? For I need hardly tell you 
we don't correspond every mail exactly. I can only 
explain it on the score that more people know Tom 
Fool than T. F. knows ; that there are, I suppose, 
people in this neighbourhood who hail from the old 
country, or have relations there, and the postage 
upon gossip is no higher than that upon business." 

" You will not mind my saying that it is a pity we 
did not know you were a married man." 

'*'Had been,' you should have said, not 'were.' 
Not but what legally I am still tied up fast enough--- 
chained and bound — which has this advantage, that 
it keeps a man from all temptation to make a fool of 
himself a second time in his life. Still, it doesn't 
count otherwise." 

" No, I suppose not," said the other, significantly* 
** Perhaps it doesn't keep a man from making a fool 
of other people^ though." 

*' Now, my dear Selwood, what the very deuce are 
you driving at ? For Heaven's sake let us be straight 
and open with each other." 
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** Well, I mean this. It's a most unpleasant thing 
to have to say to any man. But, yon see, Miss 
Avory is our guest, and a relation as well. You must 
know as well as I do that your attentions to her were 
very — er — ^marked." 

One of those jolly laughs which has so genuine a 
ring, and which Maurice knew so well when to bring 
in, greeted this speech. 

" Look here, Selwood," he said, " I don't want to 
hurt your feelings, but the fact is you don't under- 
stand women in the least. You are quite on the 
wrong tack, believe me. Miss Avory doesn't care the 
ghost of a straw for me, or my * attentions.* You 
must remember that we both knew — er — the same^ 
people in England. There, you must fill in the out- 
line. I am not at liberty to say more. But there 
won't be much time to put the matter to the test, for 
I've got to leave you again to-morrow." 

To Cliristopher Selwood's honourable mind no 
doubt suggested itself as to the genuineness of this 
explanation. There was a frank straightforwardness 
about it which, with a man of his character, was 
bound to tell. He felt intensely relieved. But to 
this feeling there succeeded one of humiliation. Had 
he not made an inordinate fuss over the concern at 
the start ? Had he not raised a veritable storm in a 
teapot, and set everybody by the ears for weeks? 
Had he not in his anxiety to unburden himself 
abdicated his own mature judgment in favour of the 
less reliable decision of his wife ? In short, had he 
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not made a consummate ass of himself all round ? 
Of coarse he had. 

**By the way, Selwood, there is one thing I want 
to tell you about now we are together/* said Maurice, 
after a pause. ''You and the others were asking 
about Fanning just now. The fact is^ he is not with 
me, but I couldn't say so without entering into 
further explanations, which would certainly have 
alarmed the ladies. We found our 'Valley of the 
Eye ' all right, and a deuce of a job it was. Pheugh ! 
I wouldn't go on that jaunt again for twice the loot. 
The 'Eye' is a genuine concern, I can tell you— a 
splendid stone — Fanning has got it. Well, we spent 
the day picking up a few other stones, and just as we 
were clearing out we were attacked by a lot of Bush- 
men or Korannas, or whatever they were, and had to 
run. By Jove ! it was touch and go. They pressed 
us hard until dark, and then we had to separate — to 
throw them oflf the scent, don't you see ? We agreed 
to meet at his place — that is, if we were to meet 
anywhere again in this world. Well, I had an awful 
time of it in those infernal mountains, dodging the 
niggers. I couldn't show my nose in the daytime, 
and didn't know the country well enough to make 
much headway at night, and I nearly starved. It 
took me more than a week before I could fetch the 
river, and get through to Fanning's place, and when 
I got there he hadn't turned up. But I found a letter 
which had been sent by special messenger, requiring 
me at Capetown, sharp, about some infernal but 
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important law business, and I'm on my way there 
now. I left a note for Fanning, telling him what 
to do with my share of the swag when it came to 
dividing, for we hadn't had time to attend to that 
then, and except a few small stones he has it all on 
him. It'll be something good, I guess. I dare say 
he's turned up at home again long before this. He 
was just laughing in his sleeve at the idea of a few 
niggers like that thinking to run him to earth. And 
he seems to know that awful country like ABC. I 
never saw such a fellow." 

*' That's bad news, Sellon, right bad news," said 
the other, shaking his head. ^'Benshaw has been 
all his life at that sort of thing, so we must hope he'll 
turn up all right. But — the pitcher that goes too 
often to the pump, you know." 

" Well, I need hardly say I devoutly hope he will, 
for if not I shall be the loser to a very large extent, 
as all the swag is with him. But I somehow feel 
certain we shall hear from him almost directly. 

We may be sure that in narrating his adventures 
that evening to the household at large Sellon in no 
wise minimized his experiences of the undertaking, or 
his own exploits. It is only fair to say that he really 
had undergone a very hard time before he had suc- 
ceeded in striking the river at the drift where they 
had crossed ; and, indeed, it was more by good luck 
than management that he had reached it at all. And 
during his narrative one listener was noting every 
word he said, with breathless attention. Whenever 
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he looked up, Marian Selwood's blue eyes were fixed 
upon his face. He began to feel very uncomfortable 
beneath that steady searching gaze. 

But he felt more so when, his story finished, 
Marian began to ply him with questions. " A regular 
cross-examination, confound it ! " he thought. And 
then, by way of a diversion, he went to fetch the few 
diamonds which he had kept apart to show as the 
sole result of the expedition. These were examined 
with due interest. 

The fact of Sellon arriving alone created no sus- 
picion in the minds of Selwood and his wife, nor yet 
uneasiness. Was he not a newly imported Briton — 
and to that extent a greenhorn? If he could find 
his way out and successfully dodge his pursuers, was 
it likely that a seasoned adventurer such as Benshaw 
would fare any worse? So on the latter's account 
they felt but small anxiety. 

Not so Marian, however. A terrible suspicion had 
taken shape within her mind during Sellon's narra* 
tive. " He has murdered him ! " was her conclusion. 
*'He has murdered him," she repeated to herself 
during a night of sleepless agony — such as a strong 
concentrative nature will sometimes be called upon 
to undergo. But she kept her suspicions to herself— 
for the present, at any rate. She was helpless. What 
could she do ? There was nothing to go upon. 

Then, on the morrow, Sellon took his departure, as 
he had announced his intention of doing, and the 
equanimity with which the circumstance was regarded 

u 
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by Violet, together with their indifferent demeanour 
towards each other on the previous evening, com- 
pletely lulled any suspicions which might have lin- 
gered in Christopher Selwood's mind ; confirming as 
it did the other's frank and straightforward explanation. 
For his wife had not yet told him all that had 
transpired between herself and Violet. 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

PROM THE DARK RIVER*S BRINK. 

It was a weird picture. The grey rocks jutting forth 
into the evening stillness; the spotted, creeping 
beast, gathering itself together for its deadly spring ; 
the man, weakened, helpless, lying there at its mercy. 
Even then, so strange are the fantasies that cross 
the human brain at the most critical moments — even 
then, with a kind of grim humour it flashed upon 
Eenshaw Fanning how thoroughly the positions were 
reversed. Many a time had the spotted pard fallen 
a victim to his sure aim ; now it had devolved upon 
one of the feline race to give him his death stroke. 

With bared fangs and snarling throat, the brute 
once more gathered itself to spring. But instead of 
hurling itself upon the prey before it, it uttered a 
yell of pain and whisking half round seemed to be 
snapping at its own side. Its tail lashed convulsively, 
and a frightful roar escaped from its furry chest. 
There was a faint twanging sound beneath, and again 
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something struck it, this time fair in the eye. Snarl- 
ing hideously the great beast reared itself up against 
the cliflf, beating the air wildly with its formidable 
paws. Then its mighty bulk swayed, toppled over, 
and fell crashing to the ground beneath. 

Thoroughly roused now, Eenshaw peered cautiously 
over the ledge. But what he saw opened his eyes to 
the fact that this opportune, this unlooked-for de- 
liverance, was more apparent than real. In escaping 
from one peril he had only fallen into another. 

The huge cat was rolling and writhing in the 
throes of death. Its slayer, an under-sized, shrivelled 
barbarian, was approaching it cautiously — a naked 
Koranna, armed with bow and arrows and spear. 
But cautiously as Kenshaw had peeped forth the 
keen glance of the savage had seen him. Their eyes 
had met. 

He lay still, thinking over this last, this desperate 
chance. He was unarmed— practically that is — for 
although he had a knife it was not likely the enemy 
would come to such close quarters as to admit of its 
use. The latter with his bow and arrows would have 
him at the most perfect disadvantage* He could 
climb up to the ledge and finish him off at his 
leisure. 

For some minutes Eenshaw lay still as death. 
Not a sound broke the silence, not a voice> not a 
footfall. Perhaps, after all, he had been mistaken^ 
and the Eoranna had not seen him. Or, more likely^ 
the savage had started off to call up his companions^ 
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who probably were not far distant. Was it worth 
while utilizing his chances so far as to make one 
more effort to save his life, to strive to gain some 
other place of concealment before the whole horde 
came up ? 

But just then a sound reached his ear — a faint, 
stealthy rasping. The Eoranna was already climbing 
up to the ledge. 

The mysterious 8hu£9ing continued. A stone, 
loosened by the climber, fell clattering down the 
rocks. Then there was silence once more — and 

A wrinkled, parchment-hued countenance reared 
itself up, peering round the elbow of the cliff. The 
yellow eyes stared with a wild beast-like gleam, the 
black wool and protruding ears looking fiend-like in 
the falling darkness. His hour had come. Momen- 
tarily he expected to receive the fatal shaft. 

But it came not. After the head followed the 
squat, ungainly body, standing upright upon the 
ledge, the sinewy, ape-like hand grasping its primi- 
tive, but fatal, armament — the bow and arrows and 
the spear. But the bow was not bent, no arrow was 
fitted to the string. 

*' Allamaghtaag ! Myn lieve Baas ! '* * 

Eenshaw sat upright and stared at the speaker, 
and well he might. Was he dreaming? The old 
familiar Dutch colloquialism — the voice ! 

The squalid, forbidding-looking savage advanced, 
his puckered face transformed with concern. Een- 

* Almighty! My dear master I 
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shaw stared, and stared agtUn. And then he recog- 
nized the familiar, if unprepossessing lineaments of 
his defaulting retainer— old Dirk. 

The old Eoranna rushed forward and knelt down 
at his master's side, pouring forth a voluble torrent 
of questions in the Boer dialect. How had he come 
there? Where was he wounded? Who had dared 
to attack him ? Those schelm Bosjesmenschen ! * He 
would declare war against the whole race of them. 
He would shoot them all. And so on, and so on. 
But amid all his chatter the faithful old fellow, 
having discovered where the wound was, had promptly 
ripped off Benshaw's boot. 

Yes, there it was — the poisoned puncture of the 
Bushman arrow — ^livid and swollen. For a moment 
Dirk contemplated it. Then he bent down and 
examined it more attentively, probing it gingerly 
with his finger. The result seemed to satisfy him. 

** Nay, what, Baasje,t you will not die this time. 
The thick leather of the boot has taken off nearly 
all the poison, and all the running you have had 
since has done the rest. Still, it was a near thing — 
a near thing. *Maghtaag ! — if the arrow had pierced 
you anywhere but through the boot you would have 
been a dead man long since. Not this time — not 
this time." 

*' And the tiger. Dirk ? '* said Eenshaw, with a faint 
smile. "You are indeed a mighty hunter.*' For 

* EaEca]ly Bashmen. 

t LiteraUj, ** little master." A term of endearment. 
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he remembered how often he had chaffed the old 
Eoranna on his much vaunted prowess as a hunter^ 
little thinking in what stead it should eventually 
stand himself. 

'* The tiger ? Ja Baas. I will just go down and 
take off his skin before it gets pitch dark. Lie you 
here and sleep. You are quite safe now, Baas — quite 
safe. You will not die this time — *Maghtaag, no ! " 

So poor Benshaw sank back in a profound slumber, 
for he was thoroughly exhausted. And all through 
the hours of darkness, while the wild denizens of the 
waste bayed and howled among the grim and lonely 
mountains, the little weazened old yellow man 
crouched there watching beside him on that rocky 
ledge, so faithfully, so lovingly. His comrade — the 
white man — ^his friend and equal — ^had deserted him 
— ^had left him alone in that desert waste to die, 
and this runaway servant of his — ^the degraded and 
heathen savage — clung to him in his extremity, 
watched by his side ready to defend him if necessary 
at the cost of his own life. 



CHAPTER XXXVni. 

The homeward-bound mail steamer had hauled out 
from the Cape Town docks, and lay moored to the 
jetty. In less than an hour she would cast loose 
and start upon her voyage to Old England. 
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The funnel of the Siberian shone like a newly 
blacked boot, as did her plated sides, glistening 
with a coating of fresh paint. Her scuttles flashed 
like eyes in the sun, and the gleam of her polished 
brasswork was such as to cause semi-blindness for 
five minutes after you looked at it. The white 
pennon of the Union Steamship Company with its 
red St. Andrew's cross fluttered at one tapering 
masthead ; at the other the blue peter. 

On board of her all was wild confusion. Her decks 
were crowded with passengers and their friends see^ 
ing them off, the latter outnumbering the former 
six to one ; with hawkers of curios and hawkers of 
books ; with quay porters and stewards bringing on 
and receiving passengers' luggage ; with innumerable 
hat-boxes, and wraps, and hold-alls, and other loose 
gear ; with squalling and rampageous children ; with 
flurried and excited females rushing hither and 
thither, and getting into everybody's way while 
besieging every soul — from the chief officer to the 
cook's boy — with frantic inquiries. The Babel of 
tongues was deafening, and over and above all the 
harassing rattle of the donkey engine lowering 
luggage into the hold. And to swell the clamouring 
crowd, an endless procession of cabs, driven by broad- 
hatted Malays, came dashing up to the jetty — laden 
with passengers and band-boxes and bananas and 
other truck of nondescript character. 

Moving among the throng upon the ship's decks 
V^re two l^.dies— o^e elderly, plethoric, matronly; 



296 RENSHAIV FANNINQS QUEST. 

the other youngs vivacions, tastefully attired, and in 
short a very beantifal girl. Many a male glance 
was cast at her, accompanied by an aspiration— 
spoken or unspoken — ^that she was going to sail, and 
was not one of the ** seeing-off " contingent 

** Don't you think, Violet," said the elder lady, 
" we'd better go down to your cabin now ? They'll 
have taken your luggage there by this time." 

** Not yet, Mrs, Aldridge. I can still see my 
brown portmanteau among that heap for the hold. 
I want to see it go down myself, and be sure of it. 
Besides, there must be some more of my things 
under that pile of boxes." 

'' What a fine ship that New Zealand boat is ! " 
said the old lady, looking at a large steamer anchored 
out in the bay and surrounded by a swarm of tiny 
craft, depleted or added to by a continuous string 
of boats between it and the shore. She, too, was 
flying the blue peter. 

" Isn't she ! " acquiesced Violet. *' She's the 
Rangatira, and is nearly a thousand tons larger than 
the Siberian. I wonder if she'll be the first to start. 
Ah! there goes my portmanteau. Now I think we 
may go below.'* 

The crowd in the saloon was not less dense than 
that on the decks, certainly not less noisy. Cham- 
pagne corks were popping in all directions. Every 
table, every lounge was crowded. Stewards were 
skurrying hither and thither with their trays of 
bottles and glasses, steering their way with mar- 
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vellous dexterity among the people, harassed by a 
chorus of orders, expostulations, objurgations from 
expectant or disappointed passengers. Groups were 
making merry, and pledging each other in foaming 
bumpers, the "seeing-oflf** contingent in particular 
making special play with the sparkling *' gooseberry,** 
all chattering, talking, laughing. The din was 
deafening, but the two ladies managed to thread 
their way through it at last. 

" Well, it's quiet here, at any rate," said Violet, 
as they gained her cabin, of which by favour she was 
to enjoy the sole possession. ** Quiet, but not cool — 
ugh ! *' for the scuttle being shut, that peculiar close 
odour which seems inseparable from all ship cabins, 
and is in its insufferable fugginess suggestive of sea- 
sickness, struck them in full blast. 

**I*m glad I'm not going with you," said Mrs. 
Aldridge. " I never could stand the sea. I declare 
I'm beginning to feel queer already." 

*' Oh no. All imagination," said Violet, gaily, 
flinging open the scuttle. 

*'And now, dear," went on the old lady, *'I 
suppose we haven't many minutes more together. 
I needn't tell you how glad I have been to have had 
you with me, and Chris. Selwood will like to know 
that I saw you off, bright and cheerful." 

Violet kissed her heartily. A strange compunction 
came over the girl. The old lady had been very 
kind to her during her brief stay. Mrs. Aldridge 
was a relation of Selwood'S| and to her care Violet 
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had been consigned for the few days during which 
the Siberian should be lying in Cape Town docks. 
Upon which good ship Selwood had safely conveyed 
her, having, at considerable inconvenience to himself, 
escorted her to Port Elizabeth, and seen the last of 
her safe on board. 

"Oh, where is my brown hold-all?** cried Violet, 
suddenly looking round. *' It contains all my wraps 
— sunshade^verything. Dear Mrs. Aldridge, do 
wait here and mount guard over my things while 
I go up and find it. The stewards are so careless. 
Besides, they might put some one else in the cabin, 
and then it wouldn't be so easy to get them out." 

As Violet gained the deck, the short sharp strokes 
of the ship's bell rang out its warning summons. 
The "seeing-oflf" contingent must prepare to go 
ashore, unless it would risk an involuntary voyage. 
Mrs. Aldridge, naturally prone to flurry, sitting 
there among Violet's boxes and bundles, started at 
the sound. 

** Oh dear ! I shall be carried to sea ! " she 
ejaculated, piteously. ** Why doesn't she come ? " 

Minutes slipped by, and still Violet did not appear. 
Again rang out the sharp imperative strokes of the 
bell. 

*' I must go and look for her," cried the old lady, 
starting up with that intent. Peering wildly around 
she reached the deck. Still no sign of Violet. 

Two great red conveyances, each drawn by four 
bgrses, came clattering up the jetty. They were the 
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mail carts. With lightning swiftness their contents 
were transferred to the deck and to the hold. The 
captain, resplendent in buttons and gold lace, was on 
the bridge. The steam-pipe was roaring as though 
impatient of further restraint. Already the passing 
to and fro between the steamer and the jetty had 
about ceased. 

" Violet — Violet ! Oh, where can she be ? " cried 
the old lady, in a perfect agony of mind. 

Ah, she might have gone back to the cabin. She 
would go and see. Turning, she was hastening to 
carry out that idea when again the brazen clang of 
the bell, this time startling in its peremptory note, 
caused her to stop short. 

" Now, marm — if you're not going with us it's time 
to leave,** said a gruflf voice at her side. *' Quick, 
please, she's a-moving already,'* and half thrusting, 
half lifting the bewildered old lady, the burly quarter- 
master transferred her to the gangway plank, which 
no sooner had she crossed than it was withdrawn. 

The great steamer slid gently from her moorings, 
a crowd following her to the end of the jetty, hooray- 
ing violently, waving handkerchiefs, bawling out 
parting fragments of chaff and snatches of songs, 
and amid all this champagne-bred enthusiasm, its 
blaring clamour drowning the real grief of the sorrow- 
ing few, the propeller of the good ship Siberian 
throbbed faster and faster, as she swung steadily 
into her course en route for the Old Country. 

Left there upon the jetty, hardly knowing whether 
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she stood on her head or not, poor old Mrs. Aldridge 
was quite oyercome. What had become of Violet? 
Could any harm have happened to the girl ? Could 
she have fallen overboard unseen? No, that could 
hardly be. They must have missed each other in the 
crowd and confusion. That was it. Still the thought 
that she had not taken a last and more affectionate 
farewell filled the good old lady with profound regret. 
Welly standing there would not mend matters. She 
must get home. 

And as she turned to leave the jetty, the warning 
notes of the shore bell on board the New Zealand 
steamer came floating across the bay. 

«««««« 

Through the creaming surges of Table Bay the 
Rangatira is speeding on her southward course. The 
loom of the mountainous coast has faded into nigbt, 
and now the dark velvety vault above is ablaze with 
mysterious stars, crowding the zenith, hanging 
literally in patches of sheeny gold rather than 
twinkling with the feeble and scattered glimmer of 
more chilly latitudes. There is a damp, sensuous 
richness in the atmosphere, just tempered by the 
keen whiff of the salt sea. 

The prow of the mighty vessel cleaves up a rushing 
lustrous wave on either side, and streaming afar in 
her wake lies a broad band of milky phosphorescent 
whiteness, striving to rival the very heavens in the 
starry atoms gleaming in its depths. The tall, 
tapering masts reel wildly against the spangled sky, 
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and the harsh clang of the labouring engines make 
weird harmony with the thunderous throb of the 
propeller as the great ship drives in her power before 
the chasing billows. 

On the hurricane deck, under the lee of one of the 
boats swung inward and resting on chocks, leaning 
over the taflfrail, stand two figures — one tall, powerful, 
masculine — wrapped in a long ulster, the other lithe, 
graceful, feminine — cloaked and hooded, for, if the 
atmosphere contains no chill, it holds a dampness 
which bids fair to do duty for the same. Surely 
that oval face, those delicate, regular features can 
belong to no other than Violet Avory. No need to 
identify her companion. 

**You did that well, Violet,'* Sellon was saying. 
*' The idea of that old party sitting there mounting 
guard over your wraps on board the wrong ship is a 
reminiscence that'll set me up in laughter for the 
rest of my life." 

" Poor old Mrs. Aldridge," said Violet, with a 
touch of compunction. " I'm afraid she won't get 
over it in a hurry — and she's a good old thing. But 
it's all Hilda Selwood's fault. She shouldn't have 
set her relations on to ' police ' me." And the 
speaker's tone became hard and defiant. 

'' Ha, ha I It wasn't in them to upset our little 
programme, though. When old Selwood put you on 
board the Siberian at Port Elizabeth, he reckoned it 
was all safe then. So it was, as far as he was con* 
cerned. He's a good chap, though, is Selwood, and 
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I wouldn't willingly plant such a sell upon him if 
I could help it, but I couldn't. It's ever a case of 
two * sells ' as between him and me, to distort his old 
joke. It was nearly a third one, though, Violet, for 
I was beginning to make up my mind you were never 
coming. In another minute I should have gone 
ashore again when I saw your cab tearing along like 
mad. As it was, we only fetched the Rangatira by 
the skin of our teeth, and a royal honorarium to the 
boatmen." 

** Ah, Maurice, I have got you now — and you are 
mine. Are you not, darling ? " 

'* It looks uncommonly like it." 

"For life?" 

"For that identical period. So now, cheer up, 
my Violet. The world is a mere football at the feet 
of those who have the means to exploit it, and we 
have. That wretched little foggy England isn't the 
whole world." 

The great steamship went shearing on through 
the midnight sea, heaving to the Atlantic surge, as 
she stood upon her course. But the other vessel 
swiftly speeding northward — soon would she arrive 
with a forestalment in a measure-^in the unaccount- 
able non-appearance of one of her passengers — of 
the terrible news which must eventually be broken 
to Violet's mother* 

But whereas Violet's own will was the sole principle 
which had been allowed to govern her life from the 
day of her birth, it must be admitted> sorrowfully, that 
her mother was now only reaping what she had sown* 
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CONCLUSION. 

Three years h%Ye gone by. 

Now three years cover a pretty fair section of time. 
A good deal can be got into that space. But the 
hand of Time^ with its changes and chances^ has 
passed but lightly over peaceful, prosperous Sunning- 
dale. It has, perchance, added a touch of hoar-frost 
to Christopher Selwood's brown beard, but only 
through the harmless agency of wear and tear, as 
that jolly individual puts it. For the seasons have 
been good, the stock healthy, and crops abundant — 
and on the strength of such highly favourable con- 
ditions we may be sure that genial Christopher's 
characteristic light-heartedness and general content- 
ment has undergone no rebate. This can hardly be 
said to apply to the brace of diminutive heroes whose 
thirst for battle was so inconsiderately nipped in the 
bud on the memorable night of the attack upon the 
house. For now they must find outlet for their 
martial ardour in fistic combat with their school- 
fellows — or in the more risky line of trying how far 
they can trench upon the patience of a cane-wielding 
master. In a word, they are both at school ; a state 
of life which, in common with . youth in general and 
Colonial youth in particular, they emphatically do 
not prefer. The same lot has befallen Effie, and she, 
too, is being put through the scholastic mill, though, 
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thanks to the greater adaptability of her sex, the 
process is far less distasteful to her than to those 
two young scapegraces, Fred and Basil. So that, 
save in holiday time, Sunningdale is quieter than 
when we saw it last ? Is it ? There is plenty of small 
fry left to create its share of clatter in the place of 
those absent under pedagogic discipline. 

One change, however, has Time in his course 
brought round. Marian Fanning is a bride of two 
months. 

Lucky it was that old Dirk's ineradicable instincts 
had led him on the rove into his native wilds ; lucky, 
indeed, for his master that he had to that extent 
played football with his trust, though inexpressibly 
annoying to his said master when that breach of 
trust was first discovered. Under the old Koranna*s 
able guidance it was not many days before Benshaw 
was at home again in safety. Nor was the experi- 
enced eye of the former at fault in deciding the 
wound to be no longer dangerous. Some of those 
wonderful remedies known only to the natives them- 
selves soon put this beyond all doubt, and by the time 
Benshaw reached home he felt as strong again as ever. 

He had started at once for Sunningdale. With 
such samples of his late companion's consummate 
selfishness and unparalleled treachery fresh in his 
mind, it was small wonder that he hardly expected 
ever to behold Sellon again. And his expectation 
was realized. That unscrupulous rascal was already 
on blue ocean, with the magnificent diamond, the 
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superb " Eye " in his possession. - No, it was hardly 
likely that he should ever see Sellon again. 

And he did not care to try. In the first place in 
disclaiming any inordinate desire for riches, Eenshaw 
had been stating a bare fact; and whereas the 
diamonds in his own possession, when abandoned 
by his comrade to die, comprised some large and 
fine stones, likely to realize a considerable sum, he 
could afford to rest content. In the second, to the 
bitter disgust and contempt he felt for the man and 
his treachery, the news of Violet's flight added a 
more than severe shock. But this on the whole was 
salutary — undeniably so. His idol was shattered. 
And then, as bit by bit the whole tissue of heartless 
duplicity stood fuUy revealed, he was forced to admit 
himself cured. 

But the process took time — time and many a bitter 
heartache. Saddened and disgusted, Eenshaw had 
resolved to strike out an entirely new line. He would 
travel all over the world. 

He sailed for England, disposed of his diamonds, 
realizing nearly seventeen thousand pounds, and 
even then he probably did not make the best bargain 
for himself. Then in pursuance of his plan he 
had spent the following two years on the move. 
England, the Continent, India, China, Japan, the 
United States — all were visited, and it was amid 
the rolling solitude of the Far West that his heart 
turned to the free open veldt of his native land, and 
among the iron-bound mountains and brassy skies 

X 
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of Arixona and New Mexico he conld almost fancy him- 
self once more in search of the ** Valley of the Eye." 

And in the cities and tormoil of civilization so 
striking a personality as that of Benshaw Fanning 
was not likely to go unnoticed. For the man who 
owned that noble, refined face, bronzed with ex- 
posure, and when in repose never altogether free 
from a touch of saddened gravity — all manner of 
pitfalls were laid. Bright eyes beamed upon him, 
and soft voices cooed their softest. All in vain, 
however. His heart was seared. But eventually 
when the numbness of the shock did begin to wear 
away, it was homeward that the wanderer's heart 
turned ; and in place of the soiled and dethroned 
image there arose another; more pure, more fair, 
more wholesome; that of sweet Marian Selwood. 
And under this influence, the cycle of his wander- 
ings completed, he dismounted before the garden 
gate at Sunningdale one evening, and entering the 
house as if he were returning home, found Marian 
alone. And then, almost at his first words, the 
latter had realized that it was good indeed to live, 
nor was it long before the secret of a lifetime's love 
was wrested from her beautiful lips. So now Marian 
is a two months' bride ; making a final visit to her 
old home preparatory to settling down upon the 
flourishing farm which Benshaw has purchased 
within a dozen miles of Sunningdale. 

Sometimes he talks of making another expedition 
to the wonderful Valley. True, the marvellous 
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** Eye " shines there in the moonlight no more, but 
the place holds other stones, and as yet he has 
only touched the fringe of its wealth. But Marian's 
mind is made up against, and her foot is down on, 
any such scheme. Has not the mystic jewel proved 
indeed a demon's eye to all concerned. They have 
enough, and life is better than inordinate wealth. 
Is he not content with the grisly risk he has run, 
so narrowly escaping with his life ? And Eenshaw, 
with a laugh, is fain to answer that he is. Yet 
peradventure, some day, when the quiver is full — 
but we must not anticipate. 

Not a word more has been heard of Maurice Sellon 
or the partner of his flight — ^not a word beyond 
the brief reassurance on the score of her bodily safety 
which Violet had had the grace to forward to poor 
old Mrs. Aldridge by the last boat which left the 
New Zealand steamer. Not a word more is even 
likely to be heard of either. That " the way of the 
transgressors is hard " may be a good and edifying 
axiom for all Sunday school purposes, but it is in 
no wise borne out by the experiences of real life. 
So it is highly probable that Sellon and Violet are 
in some safe and withal comfortable retreat in the 
New World, flourishing like the green bay tree, while 
enjoying to the full the abundanti if treacherously 
gained, results of the former's expedition in search 
of " The Valley of the Eye." 

THE END. 



PRINTED BY WILLIAM CLOWES AND SONS, LIMITED, 
LONDON AND BECCLES. 



CHATTO & WlNDUS^S 

LIST OF 506 POPULAR NOVELS 

BY THE BEST AUTHORS. 

Picture Covers, TWO SHILLINGS each. 



BY EOMONO ABOUT. 
The Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON AIDf. 

Carr of Carrlyon. 
Confidences. 

BY MARY ALBERT. 
Brooke Finchley's Daughter. 

BY MRS. ALEXAIDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow ? 
VaIerie*B Fate. 

BY fiRAIT ALLEI. 

Strange Stories. 
PhlUstia. 
Babylon. 

The Beckoning Hand. 
In all Shades. 
For Maimie's Sake. 
The Devil's Die. 
This Mortal Coil. 
The Tents of Shem. 
The Great Taboo. 

BY FRANK BARRETT. 

A Recoiling Vengeance. 
For LoTC and Honour. 
John Ford; and His Help- 
mate. 
Honest Dayie. 
A Prodigal's Progren. 
FoUy Morrison. 
Lieutenant Barnabas. 
Fonnd Guilty. 
Fettered for Life. 
Between Life and Death. 
The Sin of Olga 2kis80ulich. 

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley Grange. 

BY BESAIT AID RICE. 

Beady-Money Mortiboy. 
With Harp and Grown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
My Little Girl. 
The Oase of Mr. Lncraft. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Celiacs Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 



BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and C!onditiona of 

Men. 
The Captains* Boom. 
All in a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. 
Unole Jack. 
Children of Glbeon. 
The World went very well 

then. 
Herr Panlns. 
For Faith and Freedom. 
To Call her Mine. 
The Bell of St. Paul's. 
The Holy Boee. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notes. 
Savage Life. 
Chronicles of Ko-Man's Land. 

BY HAROLD BRYD6ES. 

Uncle Sam at Home. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

A Child of Nature. 

God and the Man. 

Annan Water. 

The New Abelard. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. 

Love Me for Ever. 

Matt : a Story of a Caravan. 

Foxglove Manor. 

The Master of the Mine. 

The Heir of Linne. 

BY HALL CAINE. 

The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Hagar. 
The Deemster. 

BY COMMANDER CAMERON. 
The Cruise of the 'Black 
Prince.* 

BY MRS. LOVEH CAMERON. 

Deceivers Ever. 
Juliet's Guardian. 

BY AUSTIN CLARE. 
For the Love of a Lass. 

BY MRS. ARCHER CLIVE. 

Paul FerrolL 

Why Paul Ferroll Killed his 
Wife. 



BY MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The Cure of Souls. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLUXS. 

The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 

Armadale. 

After Dark. 

No Name. 

A Bogue*s Lif& 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 

The Dead Secret 

Queen of Hearts. 

My Miscellanies. 

Tbe Woman in White. 

The Moonstone. 

Man and Wife. 

Poor Miss Finolu 

Miss or Mrs. ? 

The New Magdalen. 

The Froxen Deep. 

The Law and the Lady. 

The Two Destinies. 

The Haunted Hotel. 

The Fallen Leaves. 

Jezebel's Daughter. 

Tbe Black Bobe. 

Heart and Science. 

* I Say No.* 

The Evil Genius. 

Little Novels. 

The Legacy of Cain. 

Blind Love. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 

Sweet Anne Page. 

Transmigration. 

From Midnight to Midnight 

A Fight with Fortune. 

MORTIMER A FRANCES C3LLINS 

Sweet and Twenty. 

Frances. 

The Village Comedy. 

You Play If e False. 

Blackemith and Scholar. 

BYM. J.COLQUHOUN. 

Every Inch a Soldier. 

BY DUnON COOK. 
Leo. 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 



London: CHATTO d WJNDU8, 214 Piccadilly, W. 



TWO-SHILLING POPULAR NOVELS. 



lY e. EMEIIT OUODOei. 
The Prophet of the Greftt 
Bmol^ Monntains. 

IT R. 1. CMCaL 

Pretty ICiM Nerille. 
Proper Pride. 
ABirdof Punge. 
DieiM BwrlngUm. 

BT WIIUAI etPLES. 
Heerteof Gold. 

BT UniOISE MUKT. 

The BTMgellst. 

IT JAMES DE ■lUE. 
A Cestte in Spein. 

BT J. LEin DERWUT. 
OorLidTOf Tten. 
Oiroe*e Lorere. 

BT emiES DICKCIS. 
Bketofaeeby Bos. 
The Pickwick Papers. 
OUver Twist. 
NicholM Niokleby. 

BT BIBK DOROVAi. 

The HenJumter. 

Caught at LMt I 

Tracked and Taken. 

Who Poisoned Hetty Dancan 7 

The Man from Manchester. 

A DeteotiTe*s Triomphs. 

In the Grip of the Law. 

Wanted I 

From Information received. 

BY MRS. AIRIE EDWAROES. 
A Point of Honour. 
Archie Lorell. 

BT M. BETHAM-EOVAROS. 

FeUcia. 
Kitty. 

BT EDWARD EfiSLESTOI. 
Boxy. 

BT PERCT FITZ3ERALD. 

Bella Donna. 

Polly. 

The Senond Mrs. Tillotson. 

SeTenty-flre Brooke Street. 

Nerer Forgotten. 

The Lady of Brantome. 

FutalZero. 

BT PERCT FinSERALD AID 
OTRERS. 

Strange Secrets. 

BT ALBAIY DE FOIBUIQUE. 

Filthy Lucre. 



IT I. E. FRAICIUOI. 

Olympia. 
One t^ One. 
Qoeen Oophetoa. 
ABealQneen. 
King c€ Knaye. 
Bomances of the Law. 

IT RAROLD FREDERIC. 
8eth*s Brother's Wife. 
The Lawton Girl. 

PREFACED IT 
SIR R. lARTLE FRERE. 
Pandorang H&ri. 

IT RAII FRISWai. 
One of Twa 

IT EDWARD 6ARRETT. 
The Oapel Girls. 

IT eiARLES CIIBOI. 

Bobia Gray. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What wiU the World Say 7 

In Honour Boond. 

In Love and War. 

For the King. 

Qaeen of the Meadow. 

In Pastnres Green. 

The Flower of the Forest. 

A Heart's Problem. 

The Braes of Yarrow. 

The Golden Shaft. 

Of High Degree. 

The Dead Heart. 

By Mead and Stream. 

Heart's Delight. 

Fancy Free. 

Loving a Dream. 

A Hard Knot. 

Bkwd-Money. 

BT WILLIAM 6IUERT. 
James Dnke. 
Dr. Anstin's Guests. 
The Wixard of the Mountain. 

BT ERREST 6URVIUE. 
The Lost Heiress. 

BT REV. S. BAR'RS 60ULD. 
Bve. 
Bed Spider. 

BT HERRT 6REVIUE. 
A Noble Woman. 
Nikanor. 

BT JOHR RABBERTOI. 

Bn^eton's Bayou. 
Oountry Luck. 

BT ARDREW RALLIDAT. 

Every-Day Papers. 

BT LADT DU^FUS HARDT. 

Paul Wyntcr's Sacrifice. 



BT THOMAS RIRDT. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BT BRET RARH. 

An Heiress of Bed Do?. 

The Luck of Roaring Gamp. 

Oalifornian Stories. 

Gabriel Ck)nroy. 

FUp. 

Majruja. 

A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

BT J. BERWICK RARWOOD. 
The Tenth Earl. 

IT JULIAI RAWTHORRE. 

Garth. 

Bllioe Quentin. 
Sebastian Stroma. 
Dust. 

Fortune's Fool. 
Beatrix Bandolph. 
MissOadogna. 
Love— or a Name. 
David Poindexter's Disap- 
pearance. 
The Spectro of the Oamera. 

BT SIR ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan de Biron. 

RT HERRT HERMAI. 
A Leading Lady. 

RT MRS. CASHH HOET. 
The Lover's Greed. 

BT MRS. 6EDR6E HOOPER. 
The House of Baby. 

BT TIEHE HOPIIIS. 
*Twixt Love and Duty. 

RT MRS. HUH6ERF0RD. AUTHOR 
OF'MOLLTBAWI.' 

In Durance Vile. 

A Maiden all Forlorn. 

A Mental Struggle. 

MarveL 

A Modem Giroe. 

BT MRS. ALFRED HURT. 

Thomicroft's Model. 
The Leadoi Gasket. 
Self-Gondemned. 
That Other Person. 

RT JEAR II6EL0W. 

Fated to be Free. 

BT HARRIETT JAT. 
The Dark Golleen. 
The Quesn of Oonnaughk 

BT MARK KERSHAW. 

Golonial Facts and Fioti<Mi^ 



London: CHATTO d WIND US, 214 Piccadilly, W. 



TWO'SEILLINa POPULAR NOVELS. 



8 



BY R. ASHE KII6. 

ADnwnGftme. 

• The Wearing of the Green.* 

Passion's Slave. 

BeU Barry. 

BY JOHI LEYS. 
The Lindsays. 

BY E. LYRI LINTOI. 

Patricia Kemball. 

The Atonement of Learn 

Dondas. 
The World Well Lost 
Under which Lord ? 
With ft Silken Thread. 
The Bebel of the Family. 
•MyLoTel* 
lone. 

Paston Oarew. 
Sowing the Wind. 

BY NEIRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce. 

BY JUSTll MCCARTHY. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Waterdale Neighbonra. 

My Enemy's Daoghter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

Linley Rochford. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Oomet of a Season. 

3£aid of Athens. 

Camiola. 

BY MRS. MACDOXELL. 
Quaker Oonsins. 

BY KATHARIIE S. MACQ'JOID. 
The Evil Eye. 
Lost Rose. 

BY W. H. MALLOCK. 
The New RepabUc. 

BY FLOREIGE MARRYAT. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written in Fire. 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 
Open I Sesame I 

BY J. MASTERMAI. 
Half-a* dozen Daoghten. 

BY BRAIDER MATTHEWS. 
A Secret of the Sea. 

BY LEONARD MERRICK. 
The Man who was Good. 

BY JEAX MIDDLEMASS. 

Touch and Go. 
Mr. Dorillion. 



BY MRS. MOLEf WORTH. 
Hatberooort Rectory. 

BY J. E. MUDDOCK. 

stories Weird and Wonderful. 
The Dead Man's Secret. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Life's Atononent 
JoB^h's Goat. 
Val Strange. 
A Model Father. 
Goals of Fire. 
Hearts. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 
The Way of the World. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 
Cynic Fortune. 
Old Blazer's Hero. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY AND 
HEIRY HERMAI. 

One TraveUer Returns. 
Paul Jones's Alias. 
The Bishops' Bible. 

BY HENRY MURRAY. 
A Game of Bluif. 

BY ALICE O'HAILOI. 
The Unforeseen. 
Chance ? or Fate ? 

BY 6E0R6ES OHNET. 

Doctor Ramean. 
A Last Love. 
A Weird Gift 

BY MRS. OLIPHAIT. 

Whiteladies. 
The Primrose Path. 
The Greatest Heiress in Eng- 
land. * 

BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY. 

Phoebe's Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA. 

Held in Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

C h and o e. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalla. 

Cecil Castlemaine's Gare. 

Triootrin. 

Puck. 

FoUe Farinei 

A Dog of Flanders. 

Pascar^L 

Signa. 

In a Winter City. 

Arladnd. 

Motbs. 



BY mi^k-continiud. 

Friendship. 

Pipistrello. 

Bimbi. 

In Mareuma. 

WandA. 

Frescoes. 

Princess Napraxine. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. 

A Village Commune. 

Otbmar. 

Guilderoy. 

Rufflno. 

Syrlin. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. 

BY MAR6ARET A6IES PAUL 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYI. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. 

A Perfect Treasure. 

Bentinck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mer^. 

A Woman's vengeanoa. 

Oedl's Tryst. 

Tbe CI3 fEards of ClyfTe. 

The Family Scap^raca 

The Foster Brothers. 

The Best of Husbandi. 

Found Dead. 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her. 

Humorous Stories. 

Gwendoline's Harvest. 

Like Father, Like i-on. 

A Marine Re^iidence. 

Married Beneath Hinu 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Two Hundred R>und<i Re- 
ward. 
Less Black than We're 

Painted. 
By Proxy. 
High Spirits. 
Under One Roof. 
Carlyon's Tear. 
A Confidential Agent. 
Some Private Views. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
From Exile. 
Kit : a Memory. 
For Cash Only. 
The Canon'a Ward. 
1 he Talk of the Town. 
Holiday Tasks. 
Glow-worm Tales. 
The Mystery of Mirbrldge. 
The Burnt MilMon. 
The Word and tbe Will. 
A Prinoe of the Blood. 



LoMon: CEATTO d WINDUS, 2U Piccadilly, W. 



TWO^SHILLING POPULAB NOVELS. 



IT e. I. PPKIS. 
Ladj Lorelace. 

BY EDGAR A. POE. 
The Myitery of Huie Boget 

BT E. C. PRICE. 

Oaimld. 

Mrs. lanoMter*! EiraL 

TLe Foreigners. 

BT CHMUS READE. 

It Is Nerer Too Late to Mend. 

Hud Gash. 

Peg Wofflngt<». 

ObrlBtie Johnstone. 

Orifflth Gaont. 

Pat Tour^elf in His Plaoei 

The Doable Marriage. 

LoTeMeLlttle,LoTeMe Long. 

Foul Pla»'. 

The C'oister and the Hearth. 

The Course of True Love. 

The Autoblograph J of a Thiet 

X Terrible Temptation. 

The Wandering Heir. 

A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater. 

8ing1ebf>art and Doubleface. 

Good Stories of Men and 

other Animals. 
The Jilt. 

A Perilous Secret. 
Keadiana. 

BT MRS. J. H. RIDDELL. 

Her Mother's Darling. 

The Uninhabited House. 

Weird Stories. 

Fairy Water. 

The Prince of Wales's Garden 

Party, 
The Mystery in Palace 

Gardens. 
The Nun's Onrse. 
Idle Tales. 

BT F. W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hacdi of Jostioe. 

BT JAMES RUXCIMAN. 

Skippers and Shellbaclts. 
G race Balmaign's Sweetheart. 
Schools aLd Scholars. 

BY W. CLARK RUSSELL. 

Bound the Galley Fire. 
On the Fo'k'sle Head. 
In the Middle Watch. 
A Voyage to the Gape. 
A Book for the Hammock. 
The Mystery of the 'Ocean 

Star.* 
The Bomance of Jenny 

Harlowe. 
An Ocean Tragedy. 
My Shipmate Louise. 



BT AUI ST. AUBTN. 
A Fellow of Trinity. 

BT BEORBE AU6USTUS SAU. 
Gaslight and Daylight. 

BT JOHN SAUNDERS. 

Guy Waterman. 
The Lion in the Path. 
The Two Dreamers. 

BT KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 

Joan Merry weather. 
The High Mills. 
Margaret and Blizabeth. 
Sebastian. 
Heart Salvage. 

BT BEORBE R. SIMS. 

Bognes and Vasfabonds. 
The Bing o' Bells. 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Tales of To-day. 
Dramas of Life. 
Tinkletcp's Crime. 
Zeph : a Circus Story. 

BT ARTHUR SXETCHLET. 

A Match in the Daik. 

BT HAWLET SMART. 
Without Love or Licence. 

BT T. W. SPEI6HT. 

The Mysteries of Hercm Dyke. 
The Gtolden Hoop. 
By Devious Ways. 
Hoodwinked. 
Back to Life. 

BT R. A. STERROALE. 

The Afghan Knife. 

BT R. LOUIS STEVENSON. 

New Arabian Nights. 
Prince Otto. 

BT BERTHA THOMAS. 

Proud Maisie. 
The Violin-Player. 
Cresslda. 

BT WALTER THORNBURT. 

Tales for the Marines. 
Old Stories Be-told. 

BT ANTHONT TROLLOPE. 

The Way We Live Now. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
The Golden Lion of Granp^re. 
The American Senator. 
Frau Frohmann. 
Marion Fay. 
Kept in the Dark. 
The Land-Leaguers. 
John Caldigate. 



BT FRANCES E. TROUOPE 

Anne Fumess. 

Mabel's Progress. 

Like Ships upon the Sea. 

BT T. ADOLPKUS TROLLOPE. 

Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BT J. T. TROWBRIDGE. 

Famell's Folly. 

BT IVAN TURBENIEFF, &c. 

Stories from Foreign 
Novelists. 

BT MARK TWAIN 

Tom Sawyer. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
The Stolen White Elephant. 
A Pleasure Trip on the Con- 
tinent 
The Gilded Age. 
Huckleberry Finn. 
Life on the Mississippi. 
The Prince and the Pauper. 
Mark Twain's Sketches. 

BT SARAH HTLER. 

Noblesse Oblige. 
Citoyenne Jacqueline. 
The Huguenot Family. 
What She Came Through. 
Beauty and the Beast. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Saint MuDgo's City. 
Disappeared. 
Ladv Beil. 
Buried Diamond?. 
The Bhujkhall Ghoets. 

BT C. G. FRASER-TTILER. 

Mistress Judith. 

BT ARTEMUS WARD. 

Artemus Ward Complete. 

BTMRS. F. H.WILLIAMSON. 

A Child Widow. 

BT J. S. WINTER. 

Cavalry Life. 
Begimental Legends. 

BY H. F. WOOD. 
The Passenger frum Scotland 

Yard. 
The Englishman of the Hue 

Cain. 

, BT LADT WCOD. 
Babina. 

BT CELIA PARKER W03LLEY. 
Baobel Armstrong. 

BT EDMUND TAXES. 
Castaway. 
The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 



London: OHATTO d WINDUS, 214 Piccadilly, W. 



r:v / 









J I 






'*.'■' 



■ t . 



'.•."IP"' i • 



* :i ■ t - C 









t ■ 



( I 






• t 



. , •- ' 



' :. ff S 



'a.^, 



t ' 



r , 



^' 'w'; 



i» * 



1 ; ir. 



f .•• "^ t 












t .1 



• ' ' 



t . :. '. ^' 



/- '.' 1 C .'.•.' J. ^ <' 



. » i 



T ' 

■ • 



CHATTO & WINDUS 

214. Picc adilly. London. W. 

J^BODT.— THE FELLAH : An Egypt{an Novel. By Edmond About, 



"THE TIMES," from . 



ilBERT.— BROOKE FINCHLEY'S DAUGHTER. By Mary Albert. 



ALDEW.-ALOSTSOUL. "By W.L, A iLden. Fc ap.Svo.el. bda., l.. M. 
ALEXANDER (MRS, ), NOVELS BY. Post Bvp, iiiusir.ied bouds, j,. «,cb. 

MA 1 D, WIFE, OR W 1 DO W 7 I Y t LERIE'fl PATE. 



SLLEN (F. M.). -green as grass". By F. M. Allbn, Author of 
"Throui?h Green Glasses,'' Fromispte ce by 1- Smyth. C r. 8vi>. cloth e i.. 3.. ^i^ 

ALLEN (GRANT), WORKS "BY. !:townB,o.cioib«.rB.«..e^b. 

THE EVOLUTIOMIST AT LgROE. 1 COLIII CLQHT'g OALEHDAQ. 
POBT-PBAIIIIIXL PHtLOBOPHr. CrownBvo.jinen, Si. 6d. 

Crown Sva,clatbeil[3,3i>. tfil.e^cli ;~pa~si gVo-illuatriled boards, 3n. each. 
PHILISTIA, I IS ALL BMAbES. IDUNARESg'S DAUOHTEB, 

BABYLOH. THE DEVIL'S DIB. THE DUCHBSB OB 

BTRAHOE STORIES. -'■■'' — — "■* "— ■ • ,-.~™..— 

BECKOBIHO HARD. 

FOBMAIMIE'BBAKE.I TH E GRE AT TABOO. 

Crown Svo. cloth "eitn. 3*. M. each. 
nran GREET-S MABTSRPIBCB, Ac Wilb a Fromlspiece by Stahui U Wood. 

THE BCALLTWAO. Wiih a Fronlispieea. 

, DB. PALLIBER'B PATIEUT; Fgu. IJTO.clatheura, l*.6d. 

*T MAREET VALUE. Two VoLn.. e tonn Svo. clo .h, lO.. net . 

ARCHiXECTURAL STYQlS, A HANDBOOK OF. By A. Roshnoar- 

^TifMyOf JUhrSflJBT a collection orcraceful i 
Tricks, Joules, aj ■ - 



I. and Cb aradea. B y Fan 



t THE PHtEHIOIAB. Withii IllnsIS 
DVH. M. KiGKT. i^TOWn Svo, cioiD eitra. Sa. fid. 1 poat SvD, illual, boards, Sc 
THE COHSTABLE OP BT. NIOHOLtS. With a FrooUsplsca b; Stahi.iv Wood. 

Crown^Svo, cloth, 3a. »d. __^ 

JfiTSaUS WARD'S^WORKS. With Portrait and Facsimile. Cro-*n 

THE OEHIAL BHOWMAHrLifcTrid Advcnlure's"? Aa^EuusViitD.'^ity EpwjkED 
P. HiMOSTOB. Wilb a Fronlispieea. Crown Svo, dolbeilra, a»,6d. '^ 



eOOK^ PUBLISHED 6Y 



ASHTON (JOHN), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7«. 6d. each. 
HISTORY OF THE CHAP-BOOKS OP THE 18th CEHTURY. With 334 lUusts. 
SOCllii LIFE IM THE REIOH OF QUEEN ANME. With 85 Illustrations. 
HUMOUR, WIT, AHD SATIRE OF SEYEHTEEMTH CEHTURY. With S^lllasts. 
BMQUSH CARICATURE AND SATIRE ON NAPOLEON THE FIRST. nsIUusts. 
MODERN STREET BALLADS. With 57 Illustrations. 

PACTERIA. YEAST FUNGI, AND ALLIED SPECIES, A SYNOPSIS 

*^ OF. By W. B. Grove. B.A. With 87 Illustrations, Crown 8vo. cloth e^tra. 3». «d. 

BARDSLEY (REV. C. W.), WORKS BY. 

ENGLISH SURNAMES: Their Sources and Significations. Cr. Svo, cloth, 78. 6d. 
CURIOSITIES OF PURITAN NOMENCLATURE. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6i». 

BARING GOULD (S., Author of "John Herring," &c.), NOVELS BY. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, i^s. each. 
RE D SPIDER. I EY E. 

BARR (ROBERT : LUKE SHARP), STORIES BY. Cr. svo. ci., 3s. ea. ea. 

IN A STEAMER CHAIR. With Frontispiece and Vignette by Demain Hammond. 
FRO M WHOSE BOURNE. Ac. With 47 Illustrations. 

BARRETT (FRANK, Author of •• Lady Biddy Fane,") NOVELS BY. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, Qm, each ; cloth, Ss. 6d. each. 



FETTERED FOR LIFE. 
THE SIN OF OLOA ZASSOULICH. 
BETWEEN LIFE AND DEATH. 
FOLLT MORRISON. | HONEST DAVIE. 
LITTLE LADT LINTON. 



A PRODIGAL'S PROGRESS. 
JOHN FORD; and HIS HELPMATE. 
A RECOILING VENGEANCE. 
LIEUT.BARNABAS. | FOUND GUILTY. 
FOR LOVE AND HONOUR. 



THE WOMAN OF THE IRON BRACELETS. Crown Svo. cloth. 3g. 6d. 

BEACONSFIELD, LORD. By T. P. O'Connor, M.P. Cr. Svo, cloth, 5s. 

BEAUCHAMP (S) .— GRANTLEY GRANGE. Post svo. iiiust. boards. g»' 
BEAUTIFUL PICTURES BY BRITISH ARTISTS : A Gathering from 

the Picture Galleries, engraved on Steel. Imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, gla^ 

BECHSTEIN.— AS PRETTY AS SEVEN, and other German Stories. 
Collected by Ludwio Bechstein. With Additional Tales by the Brothers Grimm, 
and q8 Illustrations by RiCHTER. Square Svo. cloth extra. 6».6d.; gilt edges. T». 6d. 

BEERBOHM.— WANDERINGS IN PATAGONIA ; or, Life among the 

Ostrich Hunters. By Julius Beerbohm. With lUusts. Cr. Svo. cl. extra. 3». 6€l. 

BENNETT (W. C, LL.D.), WORKS BY. Post Svo, cloth limp. J«». each. 
A BALLAD HISTORY OF EHOL ANP. | BONOS FOR SAILORS. 

BESANT (WALTER), NOVELITBY: 

Cr. Svo, cl. ex., Ss. 6d. each ; post Svo, illust. bds., 2», each : cl. limp. 3s. 6d. each. 
ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OF MEN. With Illustrations by FkfiD. Barnard? 
THE CAPTAINS' ROOM, &c. With Frontispiece by E. J. Wheeler. *"*«*'• 

ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR. With 6 Illustrations by Harry Furniss 
DOROTHY FORSTER. With Frontispiece by Charles Green. 
UNCLE JACK, and other Stories. I CHILDREN OF GIBEON. 

THE WORLD WENT VERY WELL THEN. With 12 Illustrations by A. Forestieiu 
HERR PAULUS: His Rise, his Greatness, and his Fait. ^ukkstikr. 

FOR FAITH AND FREEDOM. With Illustrations by A. Forestier and F. Waddt. 
TO CALL HER MINE, &c. With 9 Illustrations by A. Forestier. *^*»''^« 

THE BELL OF ST. PAUL'S. 

THE HOLY ROSE, &c. With Frontispiece by F. Barnard. 

ARMOREL OF LYONESSE: A Romance of To-day. Withialllusts.bvF Barnarh 
ST. KATHERINE'S BY THE TOWER. With 12 paee Illustrations by C! Green. 
VERBENA CAMELLIA STEPHANOTIS, &c. | ^HE lYORY GATE: A Novel. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each. 

THE REBEL QUEEN. | IN DEAC ON'S ORDERS. IShortty. 

BEYOND THE DREAMS OF AVARICE. Three V ols., cr. fivo, 15». net. iShortly, 
FIFTY YEARS AGO. With 144 Plates and Woodcuts. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 5s. 
THE EULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES. With Portrait. Cr. Svo, cl. extra' 6s. 
THE ART OF FICTION. Demy Svo, Is. ' * 

LONDON. With 125 Illustrations. New Edition. Demy Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
5S.?JS5*J?'^ y^""NClTON. Frontispiece. Crown Svo, Irish Linen, 3s. 6di 
?J?-?i'l'lJ?^ COLIGNY. With a Portrait. Crown Svo, Irish linen, 3s. 6d. 
AS WE ARE ; AS WE MAY BE ; Social Essays. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. ^Shortly. 
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BESANT (WALTER) AND JAMES RICE, NOVELS BY, 

Cr. 8vo,cl. ex., 3«. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. each; cl. limp, tits, 6d. each. 
RBADY^MOMEY MORTIBOY. BY CELIA'S ARBOUR. 



MY LITTLB GIRL. 
WITH HARP AND GROWN. 
THIS SON OF VULCAN. 
THE GOLDEN BUTTERFLY. 
THE HONKS OF THELEMA. 



THE CHAPLAIN OF THE FLEET. 
THE SEAMY SIDE. 
THE CASE OF MR. LUCRAFT, &c. 
'TWAS IN TRAFALGAR'S BAY, &c 
THE TEN YEARS' TENANT, &c. 



•♦* There is also a LIBRARY EDITION of the above Twelve Volumes, handsomely 
■et In new type, on a large crown 8vo page, *id hound in cloth extra. On. eaoh. 

BEWICK (THOMAS) AND HIS PUPILS. By Austin Dobson. With 

95 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6a. 

BIERCE.— IN THE MIDST OF LIFE : Tales of Soldiers and Civilians, 
By Ambrose Bierce-. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6a.; p ost 8vo, illustrated boards, 3a. 

BILL NYFS HISTORY OF THE UNITED STATES. With 146 lUus- 

trations by F. Opper. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

BLACKBURN'S (HENRY) ART HANDBOOKS. 



ACADEMY NOTES, 1875, 1877-86, 1889, 
1890. 1892-1894, each Is. 

ACADEMY NOTES, 1875-79. Complete 
in One Vol., with 600 Illusts. Cloth, 6f . 

ACADEMY NOTES, 1880-84. Complete 
in One Vol., with 700 Illusts. Cloth, 6s. 

OR08YEN0R NOTES, 1877. 6d. 
OROSVENOR NOTES, separate years, 
from 1878-1890, each Is. 

GROSVENOR NOTES, Vol. I., 1877-82. 

With 100 Illust*!. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6b. 

GROSVENOR NOTES,Vol. II.. 1883-87. 

With 3CX) Illusts. Demy 8vo, cl oth, 6g. 

THE PARIS SALON, 1894. With Facsimile Sketches. 3s. 

T HE PARIS SOCIETY OF FINE ARTS, 1894. With Sketches. 3». 6d 



GROSVENOR NOTES, Vol. III., 1888-90. 
With 230 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth, da. Cd. 

THE NEW GALLERY, 1888-1894. With 

numerous Illustrations, each Is. 

THE NEW GALLERY, Vol. I., 1888-1892. 

With 250 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 68. 

ENGLISH PICTURES at the NATIONAL 

OALLEBY. With 114 Illustrations, li. 

OLD MASTERS AT THE NATIONAL 

OALLEBY. With 128 Illustrations. Is. 6d. 

ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE TO THE 

NATIONAL GALLEBT. 043 lUusts.. cL. 38. 



BLAKE (WILLIAM) : India-proof EtchiDgs from his Works by William 

Bell Scott. With descriptive Text. Folio. haH-bonnd boards, a Iw. 

BLIND (MATHILDE), Poems by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
THE ASCENT OF MAN. 

DRAMAS IN MINIATURE. With a Frontispiece by Ford Madox Brown. 
SONGS AND SONNETS. Fcap. 8vo, vellum and gold. 



BOURNE (H. R. FOX), WORKS BY. 

ENGLISH MERCHANTS : Memoirs in Illustration of the Progress of British Com- 
merce. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Tii. 6d. 
ENGLISH NEWSPAPERS: The History of Journalism. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cl., *^Sm, 
THE OTHER SID E OF THE EMIN PASHA RELIEF EXPEDITION. Cr. 8vo. 68. 

BOWlSS— LEAVES FROM A HUNTING JOURNAL. By George 

Bowers. Obl ong folio, half-bound. gl« . 

BOYLE (FREDERICK), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. *2: each. 
CHR ONICLES OF NO-MAN*S LAND. | CAMP NOTES. | SA VA GE LIFE. 

BRAND'S OBSERVATIONS ON POPULAR ANTIQUITIES ; chiefly 

illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With 
the Additions of Sir Henry Ellis, and lUu. strations. Cr. Hvo. cloth extra. Tw. |}<l. 

BREWER (REV. DR.), WORKS BY. 

THE READER'S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND 
STORIES. Fifteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7», 6d. 

Authors and their works, with the dates: Being the Appendices to 
"The Reader's Handbook," separately printed. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, i|». 

A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 7». 0<1. 

BREWSTER (SIR DAVID), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cl. ex., 4s. <5d. each. 
MORE WORLDS THAN ONE : Creed of Philosopher and Hope of Christian. Plates. 
THE MARTYRS OF SCIENCE: Galileo.Tycho Brake, and Kepler. With Portraits. 
L ETTERS ON NATURAL MAGIC. With numerous Illustrations. 

BRILLAT-SAVARIN.-GASTRONOMY AS A FINE ART. By Brillat. 

Savarin. Traaalated by R. E. Andbrson, M.A. Post 8vo, half-bound, 3s« 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



BRET HARTE, WORKS BY. 

LIBRARY ED ir ION. In Seven Volnmes, crown 8vo. cloth extra, tfo. each. 
BRET UARTB'8 COLLECTED WORKS. Arranged and Revised by the Author. 
Vol. I. Complete Poetical and Dramatic Works. With Steel Portrait. 
VoL II. Luck op Roaring Camp — Bohemian Papers— American Legends. 
Vol. III. Tales op the Argonauts — Eastern Sketches. 
Vol IV. Gabriel Conrot. | VoL V. Stories— Condensed Novsls, Sec 
Vol. VI. Tales op the Pacific Slope. 

Vol. VII. Tales of the Pacific Slope— II. With Portrait by John Pbttie, ILA« 
VoUVIII. Tales of the Pine and^the Cypress . 

THE SELECT WORKS OF BRET H4RTE, in Prose and Poetry With Introdnctonr 
Essay by J. M. Hellrw. Portrait of Author, and 50 Illusts. Cr.Svo, cl. ex.. 7a. 6«. 

BRET HARTE*8 POETICAL WORKS. Hand-made paper & buckram. Cr.Svo. 40.6d. 

THE QUEEN OF THE PIRATE ISLE. With 28 original Drawings by Katb 
Grebnaway, reproduce d in Colours by Edmund Evans. SmaU 4to, cloth, «!•• 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. 6d. each. 
JL WAIF OF THE PLAINS. With 60 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood. 
A WARD OF THE OOLDEN GATE. With 59 Illustrations by Stanley L, Wood. 
A SAPPHO OF GREEN SPRINGS, &c. With Two lUustrations by Hums Nisbet. 
COLONEL STARBOTTLE*S CLIENT, AND SOME OTHER PEOPLE. With a 

Frontispiece by Fred. Barnard. 
BUST; A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. Christie. 
BALLT DOWS, Ac. With 47 Illustrations by W. D. Almond, &c. 
A PROT6g6b of JACK HAMLIN^S. With 26 Illustrations by W. Small, &c. 
THB BELL-RINGER OF AN GEL'S, &c. 39 Illusts. b y Dudley Hardy. &c. iShortly, 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, iln. each. 
GABRIEL CONROT. I THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP, &c 

AB HBIRESS OF RED DOG, & c. | C ALIFORNIAN STORIES. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Sis. each : cloth limp, !jii. 6d. each. 

FLIP. I MARUJA; I A PHYLLIS OF THB SIERRAS. 

Fcap. 8vo. picture cover. I ». each. 
SNOWBOUND AT EAGLETS. | JEFF BRIGGS'S LOYE STORY. 

BR YDGES.- UNCLE SAM AT HOME. By Harold Brydges. Post 

8vo. illustrated boards. '2n, ; cloth limp, i| «. tf d. 

BUCHANAN^S~TR0BERTT WORKS. Crown Svo. cloth extra. «s. each. 

SELECTED POEMS OF ROBERT BUCHANAN. With Frontispiece by T. Dalziel. 
THE EARTHQUAKE : or, Six Days and a Sabbath. 

THE CITY OF DREAM : An Epic Poem. With Two Illustrations by P. Macnab. 
THB WANDERING JEW :_A Christ mas C arol. Second Edition. 

THE OUTCAST : A Rhyme for the Time. With 15 Illustrations by Rudolf Blind, 
Peter Macnab, and Hume Nisbet. Small demv 8vo, cloth extra, Su» 

ROBERT BUCHANAN'S COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. With Steel-plate Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra . y». ftd. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. 6«l. each ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 3s. each 



LOVE ME FOR EVER. FrnntispiATA. 
ANNAN WATER. | FOXGLOVE MANCB. 
THE NEW ABELARD. 
MATT : A Story of a Caravan. Front. 
THE MASTER OF THE MINE. Front. 



THE SHADOW OF THB SWORD. 

A CHILD OF NATURE. Frontispiece. 

GOD AND THE MAN. With 11 Illus- 
trations by Fred. Barnard. 

THE MARTYRDOM OF MADELINE. 
With Frontispiece by A. W. Cooper. | THE HE IR OP LINNE. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, !ls. tf d. each. 

WOMAN AND THE MAN. I RED AN D WHITE HEATHER. 

RACHEL DENE. T wo Vo ls., crown hvo^loth, IO«. net. [Shrrt'y. 

BURTON (CAPTAIN).-THE BOOK OF THE SWORD. By Richard 

F. Burton. With over 400 Illustr ations. Demy 4to. cloth exfa. ;i3s. 

BURTON^CROBERT): 

THE ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY. Demy Svo, cloth extra, Ts. «d. 
MEL ANCHOLY ANATOM ISED. Abrid g ment of Burton's Anat. Post Svo. gw. 6« t. 

rAlNETT. HALL), NOVELS BY. Crown Svo, cloth extra, »«. 6d. each; 
^ post 8vo. illustrated boards, ils. each ; cloth limp, 2ei. 6d. each. 

SHADOW OF A CRIME. I A SON OF HAGAR. | THE DEEMSTER. 



CAMERON (COMMANDER). — THE CRUISE OF THE "BLACK 

PRINCE '^PRIYATEBR^ByJV. Lovett Cameron . R.N. Post Svo. bo a rds, Jin. 

CAMERON (MRS. H. LOVETT), NOVELS BY. Po8t8vo.iiiust.bds.,tl«.each. 

JULIET'S GUARDIAN. 1 DECEIVERS EVER* 
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CARLYLE (THOMAS) ON THE CHOICE OF BOOKS. With Life 

by R. H. Shepherd, and Three Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth extra, If*. Od. 
CORRESPONDENCE OF THOMAS CJLRLTLE AND R. W. EMERSON, 1834 to 1872. 
Edited by C. E. Norton. With Portraits. Two Vols., crown 8vo. cloth, il4». 

CARLYLE (JANE WELSH), LIFE OF. By Mrs. Alexander Ireland. 

With Portrait ana Facsi mile L ette r. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7 »• Ocl. 

CHAPMAiTSlGEOMErWORKS.— V II.. Poems and 

Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. Swinburne. — Vol. III., Translations of 

t_he Il iad and Ody ssey. Thr ee Vols., crown 8vo. cloth , Cw. e ach. 

CHATTO AND JACKSON.-A TREATISEOFWOOD ENGRAVING. 

By W. A. Chatto a nd J. Jackson. With 450 fine lUusts. Large 4to. hf.-bd., *2Sm, 

CHAUCER FMTHILDREN : A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. 
With 8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Small 4to, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. DemySvo. cloth limp, gs. 6d. 

CLARE (A.).— FOR THE LOVE OF A LASS. Post 8vo, 2s. ; cl.. 2s. 6d . 

CLIVE (MRS. ARCHER), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illust. boards a*, each. 
PAUL FERROLL. \ WHY PAUL FERROLL KILLED HIS WIFE. 

CLODD.-MYTHS AND DREAMS. By Edward Clodd, F.R.A.S. 

Second Edition, Revised. C rown 8v o . cloth extra, 38. 0«1. 

COBBAN (J. MACLAREN), NOVELS BY. ' 

THE CURE OF SOULS. Post 8vo, illustrated boar ds, 38. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3**. tf d. each. 
TH E RED SULTAN. | THE BURDEN OF ISABEL. [Shortly. 

COLEMAN (JOHN), WORKS BY. 

PLAYERS AND PLAYWRIGHTS I HAVE KNOWN. Two Vols., 8vo, cloth, 348. 
CURLY; An Actor's Story. With 21 Illusts. by J. C. Dollman. Cr. 8vo.cl., 1b. Od . 

COLERIDGE.— THE SEVEN SLEEPERS OF EPHESUS. By M. eT 

Coleridge. Fcap. 8vo, cloth. In , 6d. 

dOLLlNS (C. ALLST ON)r=TH E BAR SINIST ER. Post 8vo. 2s. 
COLLINS (MORTIMER AND FRANCES), NOVELS BY. 

'Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
FROM MIDNIGHT TO MIDNIGHT. | BLACKSMITH AND SCHOLAR. 
TRANSMIGRATION. | Y OU PLAY ME FA LSE. | A VILLAGE COMEDY. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 38. each. 
S WEET ANNE PAGE. | FIGHT WITH FORTUNE. | SWEET & TWENTY. | FRANCES. 

COLLINS (WILKIE), NOVELS BY. 

Cr. 8vo. cl. ex., 38. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 38. each ; cl. limp, 38. 6d. each. 
ANTONINA. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R.A. 
BASIL. Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and J. Mahoney. 
HIDE AND SEEK. Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and J. Mahoney. 
AFTER DARK. Illustrations by A. B. Houghton. | THE TWO DESTINIES. 
THE DEAD SECRET. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R.A. 
QUEEN OF HEARTS. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R.A. 
THE WOMAN IN WHITE. With Illusts. by Sir J. Gilbert, R.A, and F. A. Fraser. 
NO NAME. With Illustrations by Sir J. E. Millais, R.A., and A. W. Cooper. 
MY MISCELLANIES. With a Steel-plate Portrait of Wilkie Collins. 
ARMADALE. With Illustrations by G. H. Thomas. 

THE MOONSTONE. With Illustrations by G. Du MAURiERand F. A. Frasek. 
MAN AND WIFE. With Illustrations by William Small. 
POOR MISS FINCH. Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and Edward Hughes. 
MISS OR MRS.? With Illusts. by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and Henry Woods, A.R.A 
THE NEW MAGDALEN. Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and C. S. Reinuardt. 
THE FROZEN DEEP. Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and J. Mahoney. 
THE LAW AND THE LADY. Illusts. by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and Sydney Hall. 
THE HAUNTED HOTEL. Illustrated bv Arthur Hopkins. 



THE FALLEN LEAVES. 
JEZEBEL'S DAUGHTER. 
THE BLACK ROBE. 



HEART AND SCIENCE. 

«*I SAY NO." 

A ROGUE'S LIFE. 



THE EVIL GENIUS. 
LITTLE NOVELS. 
THE LEGACY OF CAIN. 



BLIND LOVE. With Pref ace by Walter Besant, and Illusts. by A. Forestiek. 
THE WOMAN IN WHITE. Popular lidition. Medium 8vo, 6d. ; doth, I*. 



COLLINS (JOHN CHURTON, M.A.), BOOKS BY. 

ILLUSTRATIONS OF TENNYSON. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

JONATHAN SWIFT : A Biographical and CfiUcdl Study. CirownSvo, cloth extra, 88. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



COLMAN'S (GEORGE) HUMOROUS WORKS : ' Broad Grins," " My 

Nightgow n and Slippers." &c. With Life and Fronds. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d» 

COLQUHOUN.-EVERY INCH A SOLDIER : A Novel. By M. J. 

CoLQUHouN. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. i|«« 

CONVALESCENT COOKERY : A Family Handbook. By Catherine 

Ryaw. Crown 8vo , 1 «« ; cloth limp. 1«. Od. 

CONWAY (MONCURE D.), WORKS BY. 

DEMONOLOOY AND OEYIL-LORE. 65 Illustrations. Two Vols., Svo, cloth, dSa. 
GEORGE WASHINGTON'S RULES OP ClYIUTY. Fcap. Bvo, Jap, vellum. 3». 6d. 



COOinSUTTON), NOVELS BY: 

PAUL POSTER'S DAUGHTER* Cr. 8vo. cl. 



ex., 3s. 6d.; post Svo.illust. boards, ita, 
LEO. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 9«. 

COOPER(EDWARD H.)-GEOFFORY HAMILTON. Cr. 8vo, SsTeg. 

CORNWALL-POPULAR ROMANC£S~OF THE V^ST OF ENG- 
LAND ; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected 
by RoBgiT H unt, F.R. S. Two Steel'pl at es by Geo.Cruikshank. Cr. 8vo. cl., 78. 4Sd. 

COTES.— TWO GIRLS ON A BARGE. By V. Cecil Cotes. With 

44 lllnstrations by F. H. Tow nsbn p. Post 8vo, c loth, Qm, tfd. 

CRADDOCK (C. EGBERT), STORIES BY^ 

PROPHET of the GREAT SMOKT MOUNTAINS. Post8vo.illost.bds.,3s.; cl..3fl.6d. 
H IS VANISHED STAR. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. gd. (Shortly. 

CRELLIN (H. N.), BOOKS BY. " 

ROMANCES of the OLD SERAGLIO. 28 Illnsts. by S. L. Wood. Cr. 8vo. cl., 38. 6d« 
THE MAZARE N ES! A Drama. Crown 8vo. 18. 

CRTM.— ADVENTURES OF A FAIR REBEL. By Matt Crim. With 

a Frontispiece . Crow n 8v o, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, Qs. 

C^(5KEir(B.M.), NOVELS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 38. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards. 98. each ; cloth limp, Sis. (id. each. 



PRETTY MISS NEVILLE. 
A BIRD OP PASSAGE. 

A PAMILT LIKENESS. 

MR. JERVIS. Three Vols., crown 8vo. cloth, 13s. nett. 



DIANA BARRINGTON. 
PROPER PRIDE. 
"TO LET." 



CRUIKSHANK'S COMIC ALMANACK. Complete in Two Series : 

The First from x83'[ to 1843 ; the Second from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of 
the Best Humour of Thackeray, Hood, Mayhew, Albert Smith, A'Beckett, 
Robert Brough, &c. With numerous Steel En^avings and Woodcuts by Crdik- 
SHANK. HiNB, Landells. &c. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 78. 6a. each. 
THE LIPE OF GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. By Blamchard Jerrold. With 84 
Illustrations and a Bibliography. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Os. 

CUMMINGTCrFTGORDON), WORKS BY. Demy 8vo, cl. ex., »8. 6d. each. 
IN THE HEBRIDES. With Autotype Facsimile and 2^ Illustrations. 
IN THE HIMALAYAS AND ON THE INDIAN PLAINS. With 42 lUnstrations. 
TWO HAPPY YEARS IN CEYLON. With 28 Illu strations. 
VIA CORNWAL L TO EGYPT. With Photogravure F rontis. Demy 8vo. cl.. Ts. 6 d. 

CUSSANS.— A HANDBOOK OF HERALDRY; with Instructions for 

Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSB., &c. By John E. Cussans. With 
408 Wcxxic uts and 2 Coloured Plates. Fourth edition, revised, crown 8vo. c loth, 6b. 

CYPLES(W.)— HEARTS of GOLD. Cr. Svo, cl . ,3s.6d.; post8vo,bds..2s. 
DANIEL.— MERRIE ENGLANDHTTHE OLDEN TIME. By George 

•*^ Daniel. With Illustrations by Robert Cruikshank. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. Ss. 6 d. 

DAUDET.— THE EVANGELIST ; or, Port Salvation. By Alphonse 
Daudet. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 3s. 

DXVlDSON.— MR. SXDLEffS~DAUGHTERS: By Hugh Coleman 

Davidson. With a Frontispie ce. Cro wn 8vo, cl oth extra. 3s. 6d« 

DAVilSTDR. N. E. YORKE-), WORKS BY. Cr. 8vo, is. ea.; cl., is. 6d. ea. 
ONE THOUSAND MEDICAL MAXIMS AND SURGICAL HINTS. 
NURSERY HINTS: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease. 
FOODS FOR THE PAT: ATrcatise on^Corpulency, and a Dietary for its Cur«, 
AIDS TO LONG LIFE. Crov/n Uvbj r^s. ; cfotb limp, tJs. 6d. 
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BAVIES' (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, for the first 

time Collected and Edited, with Memorial-Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, P.p. Two Vols., crown 8vo. cloth boards, lil«. 

DAWSON.-THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH. By Erasmus Dawson, 

M.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, lit*, 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, a«» 

DE GUERIN.-THE JOURNAL OF MAURICE DE GUERIN. Edited 

by G. S. Trbbutien. With a Memoir by Saintb-Bbuve. Translated from the 
goth French Edition by Jessie P. Frothingham. Fcap, 8vo, half-bound, gn. 6<i« 

DE MAISTRE.-A JOURNEY ROUND MY ROOM. By Xavier de 

Maistre. Translated by Henry Attwell. Post 8vo. cloth limp, flm, 6d. 

DE MILLE.— A CASTLE IN SPAIN. By James Db Mille. With a 

Frontispiece. Cro wn 8vo, cloth extra. 3». 6d.; post 8vo/ illustrated boards, ga. 

DERBY (THE).— THE BLUE RIBBON OF THE TURF. With Brief 

Accounts of The Oaks. By Louis Henry Curzon. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp. 9a. Od. 

DERWENT (LEITH), NOVELS BY. Cr.8vo.cl., 3«.6d. ea.; post 8vo.bds.,il».ea. 
OUR LADY OF TEAR S. | CIRCE*8 LOVERS. 

DEWAR.— A RAMBLE ROUND THE GLOBE. By T. R. Dewar. 

With 220 Illustrations by W. L. Wyllie, A.R.A., Sydney Cowell, A. S. Forrest, 
S. L. Wood, James Grkig, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Tii. ttd. IShortly. 

DICKENS (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, *2». each. 
SKETCHES BY BOZ. I NICHOLAS NIGKLBBY. 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. | OLIVER TWIST. 

THE SPEECHES OF CHARLES DICKENS, 1841-1870. With a New Bibliography. 

Edited by Richard Hbrnr Shepherd. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 6s. 
ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. By Alfred Rimmer. With 57 Illustrations 
by C. A. Vanderhoof, Alfred Rimmer, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, y«. 6d. 

DICTIONARIES. 

A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES: Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatia By the Rev. 

E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ts. 6d. 
THE READER'S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND 

STORIES. By the Rev. £. C. Brewer, LL.D. With an English Bibliography. 

Fifteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Ts. 6d. 
AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES. Cr. 8vo. cloth limp. Sa. 
FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT HEN. With Historical and Explana- 

tory Notes. By Samuel A. Bent, A.M. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7». 6d. 
SLANG DICTIONARY : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. 6d. 
WOMEN OF THE DAY: A Biographical Dictionary. By F.Hays. Cr.8vo,cl., 5«. 
WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A Dictionary of C;urious, Quaint, and Out-ot- 
the-Way Matters. By Eliezbr Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y». 6d. 

DIDEROT.—THE PARADOX OF ACTING. Translated, with Annota- 
tions, from Diderot's •• Le Paradoxe surleCom6dien,"by Walter Herries Pollock. 
With a Preface by Henry Irving. Crown 8vo, parchment, 4«. 6d. 

DOBSON (AUSTIN), WORKS BY. 

THOMAS BEWICK ft HIS PUPILS. With 95 lUustrations. Square 8vo, cloth. 6a. 
FOUR FRENCHWOMEN. With 4 Portraits, Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, On. 
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY VIGNETTES. Two Series. Cr. 8vo. b uckram. 6«^ach. 

DOBSON (W. T.)-POETICAL INGENUITIES AND ECCENTRICI- 

TIES. Post Svo, cloth limp, g a. <}d. 

DONOVAN (DICK), DETECTIVE STORIES BY. 

Post Svo. illustrated boards, its. each; cloth limp, il«. 6d. each. 



THE MAN-HUNTER. | WANTED I 

CAUGHT AT LAST! 

TRACKED AND TAKEN. 

WHO POISONED HETTY DUNCAN? 



A DETECTIVE'S TRIUMPHS. 
IN THE GRIP OF THE LAW. 
FROM INFORMATION RECEIVSa 
LINK BY LINK. 



SUSPICION AROUSED . 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo, boards, 2a. each ; cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
THE MAN FROM MANCHESTER. With 23 Illustrations. 
TRACKED TO DOOM. With 6 full-page Illustrations by Gordon Browne. 



DOYLE (CONAN).-THE FIRM OF GIRDLESTONE. By A. Conak 

Doyle, Author of " Micah Clarke." Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. tf d. 



8 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. with vignette Portraits. Cr.8vo.el. ex., en. per Voi 

BKH J0N80M*B WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio- 
frraphical Memoir bj Wy. Gifford. Edited bv Col. Cunningham. Three Vols. 

CHAPHAH*8 W0BK8. Complete in Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Play% 
complete; Vol. II., Poems and Minor Translations, with an Introductory Essajr 
bjr A. C. Swinburne ; Vol. III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 

MABLOWB*S WORKS. Edited, with Notes, by Col. Cunningham. One Vol. 

MA8SI1I0ER*S PLAYS._From GiFFORp'sText. Edit by CoI.Cunntngham. OneVoT, 

DUNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE), WORKS BY. Cr. svo. ci, 7*. Od. each. 

A SOCIAL DEPARTURE: How Onhodocia and I Went round the World by Our- 
selves. With III Illustrations by F. H. Townsend. 
AN AMERICAN OIRL IN LONDON. With 80 Illustrations by F. H. Townsend. 
THE SIMPLE ADVENTURE^OFJl MEM SAHIB. Illustrated by F. U. Townsknd. 

A DAUGHTER OP TO-DAT. Two Vols., crown 8vo, lOa. net. 

YERNON*S AUNT. With 47 Illustr.by Hal Hurst. Cr. 8vo, c». ex.. 3«.6<1. [Shortly. 

DYER.—THE FOLK-LORE OF PLANTS. i3y Kev. T. F. Thiselton 

Dyer, M.A. Crown JByo, cloth extra, 4Ih^ 

gARLY~ENGLlSH POETSi^ Edited, with Introductions and Annota- 
*^ tions, bv Rev. A. B.Grosart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume. 

FLBTCH^R*S (GILES) COMPLETE POEMS. One Vol. 

DAYIE8* (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Two Vols. 

HBRRIGK'S (ROBERT) COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. Three Vols. 

SIDNEY'S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLE TE POETICAL WORK S. Three Vols. 

EDGCUMBE.— ZEPHYR'US : A Holiday in Brazil and on the River Plate. 
By E. R. Fkarce Kdgcumb e. W ith 41 Illustrations . Cr own 8vo, cloth extra. &» , 

EmS0N7THE'UFEiriNVENTI0NSl)FTH0MASl^^^ ByW.K.L.and 

A. Dickson. 2^0 lUu sts. b y R. F. Outcalt, &c. Demy 4to, linen gilt, 18». [Shortly, 

EDWARDES~(MRS. ANNIE)/ NOVELSTBY : 

A POINT OF HONOUR. Post bvo. illustrated boards, its. 

ARCHIE LP YELL. Cro wn 8v o, cloth extra. 3«. 6d . ; post 8 vo. i lln st. boards, g«» 

EDWARDS (ELIEZER).-W0RDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A 

Dictionary of Quaint Matter s. B y Elihzer Edw ards. Crown Svo, cloth, y». Od. 

EDWARDS (M. BETHAM-), NOVELSlSY. 

KITTY. Post Svo, illustrated boards, ilii. ; cloth limp, its. 6d. 
FELICIA. Post Svo. illustrated boards, 3ii. 



EGERTON.— SUSSEX FOLK & SUSSEX WAYS. By Rev. J . C. Egerton. 

With Introdu ction by Rev. Dr. H. Wace, and 4 Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth e x., 5». 

EGGLESTON"(EDWAR D).— ROXY ; A Novel. Post Svo, illust. bdsT72s". 
ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE, THE: A Practical Guide to all interested in 

Selecting or Building a House ; with Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. J. 
Richard son. W ith Coloured Front isp iece and 600 Il lusts. C rown Svo, cloth, y». Od» 

EWALD (ALEX. CHARLES, F.S.A.). WORKS^Y^ 

THE LIFE AND TIMES OF PRIMCE CHARLES STUART, Count of Albany 

(The Young Pretender). With a Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7«. 6d. 
STORIES F ROM THE STATE PAPERS. With an Autotype. Crown Svo. cloth. Itw , 

EYES, OUR : How to Preserve Them from Infancy to Old Age. By 
_ John Browning, F.R.A.S. W ith 70 lUnsts. Eighteenth Thousand. Crown Svo, Is. 

tTAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF^REAT MENTBySAMUEL Arthur 

Bent. A.M. Fifth Edition, Revis ed a nd Enlarged. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y«. 6d, 

FARADAY (MICHAEL), WORKS BY. Post Svo. cloth extra, 4s. «d. each. 

THE CHEMICAL HISTORY OF A CANDLE; Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience. Edited bv William Crookfs. F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations. 

ON THE VARIOUS FORCES OF NATURE, AND THEIR RELATIONS T3 
EACH OTHER. Edited by William Crookes. F.C.S. With Illustrations. 

FARRER (J. ANSON), WORKS BY. 

MILITARY MANNERS AND CUSTOMS. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 60. 

WAR t Three Essays, reprinted from " Military Manners." Cr. Svo, 1». ; cl.. Is. 6d» 

Penn (g. manville), novels by. 

THE NEW MISTRESS. C r. Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6 d.; post Svo, Illust. boards, 2u^ 

Crown Svo, cloth extra. Sm, 6d. each. 
' WITNESS TO THE DEED. 1 THE TIGER LILY. | THE WHITE VIRGIN. {Shortlf, 
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FIN-BEC—THE CUPBOARD PAPERS : Observations on the Art of 

Living and Dining. By Fin-Bec. Post 8vo. cloth limp, ^m, 6d^ 

PrREWblSCJO'HEllOMPLETE ART OF MAKING ; or, The Pyro- 

toch nist's Treasury. By Thomas Kentish. With 267 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 5 »> 

FIRST BOOK, MY. By Walter Besant, J. K. Jerome, R. L. Steven. 
SON, and others. With a Prefatory Story by Jerome K. Jerome, and nearly 200 
Illustrations. Small demy 8vo, cloth ex tra, T s. <id« * 

nTZGERALDlPERCY, M. A., F:sTAXWORKS~BY. 

THE WORLD BEHIND THE SCENES. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
LITTLE ESSAYS: Passages from Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 8vo, cl., *2», Od, 
A DAY'S TOUR: Journey through France and Belgium. With Sketches. Cr.4to. !•• 
FATAL ZERO. Crown 8vo , cloth extra. 3a. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, fim» 

Post 8vo, illustr? ted boards, lis. each. 
BELLA DONNA. I LADY OF BRANTOME. I THE SECOND MRS. TILLOTSON. 
POLLY. I NEVER FORGOTTEN. ] SEYENTY-FIYE BROOKE STREET. 

LIF£ of JAMES BOSWELL (of Auchinleck;. With an Account of his Sayings, 
Doin!7S. and Writings ; and Four Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth. :J4i«. 
__THE SAV OY OPERA. With 60 Illustrations and Portraits. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 3*. Od. 

FLAMMARION (CAMILLE), WORKS BY. 

POPULAR ASTRONOMY: A General Description of the Heavens. Trans, by J. B. 
Gore, F.R.A.S. With 3 Plates and 2S8 Illusts. Medium Svo, cloth, IGiu [Shortly, 
URANIA : A Romance. With 87 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra , »!Sw . 

FLETCHER'SlGILES, B.D.rCOMPLEtE'POEMSrChrist'TVictorie 

in Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor 
Poems. With Notes by R ev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Crown Svo. cloth boards. Cw. 

FONBO:NQU EIALBANY).-FILTHY LUCRE. PostSvo, iUust. bds., 2s. 
FRANCILLON (R. E.), NOVELS BY. 

Crown Svo. cloth extra. 3s. ttd. each: post Svo, illustrated boards. Sin. each. 
ONE BY ONE. | QUEEN COPHETUA.IA R EAL QUEEN. | KING OR KNAVE? 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3m. 6d. each. 
ROPES OF SAND. Illustrated. I JACK DOYLE'S DAUGHTER. IShortly, 

A DOG AND HIS SHADOW. | 

OLYMPIA. Post Svo. illust.bds..ils. | ESTHER'S GLOVE. Fcap. Svo, pict. cover, Is. 
R OMANCES OF THE LAW. Post S vo. illustrated boards. *im. 

FREDERIC (HAROLD), NOVELS BY. Post Svo, iilust. bds., 2s. each. 

SETH'S BROTHER'S WIFE. | THE LAWTON GIRL. 

FRENCH LITERATURE, A HIST0RYT)F. By Henry Van Laun. 

Three Vols., demy Svo. cloth boards, 7»«. 0«l. each. 

FirERE^RSNDURANG~HXRl7~orrMemoirs of a Hmdoo. With Pre- 
face by Sir Bartle Frere. Crown Svo. cloth. 38. 6<l. ; post Svo, illnst. bds.. *2n, 

FRISWELL (HAIN).~-1)^NE OF TWdTAN^vd.~Pos t Sv^illTls t. bds.. 25^ 

FROST (THOMAS), WORKS BY. Crown Svo. clotii extra. .3«. «d. each. 
CIRCUS LIFE AND CIRCUS CELEBRITIES. I LIVES OF THE CONJURERS. 
THE OLD SHOWMEN AND^HE OLD LONDON FAIRS. 

FRY'S (HERBERT) ROYAL GUIDE TO THE LONDON CHARITIES. 

Edited by John Lank. Published An nually. Crow n Svo, cloth, 1«. Od^ 

nARDENlKG BOOKS Post Svo. is. each ; cloth limp, lH~<>d. each. 

^ A YEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE. By George Glknny. 

HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE. By Tom and [ane Jerrold. Illustrated. 

THE GARDEN THAT PAI D THE RENT. By To m Jerrold. 

OUR KITCHEN GARDEN. By Tom Jerrold. Crown Svo, cloth, Is. <Sd. 
MY GARDEN WILD. By Francis G. Heath. Crown Svo, cloth extra, O*. 



GARRETT.— THE CAPEL GIRLS: A Novel. By Edward Garrett. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3m. 6d.; post Svo. illustrated boards, iJM. 

GAULOT.— THERiSD SHIRTS : A Story of the Revolution. ByPAUL 
Gaulot . Translated by f . A. J. ps Vi lliers. Crown Svo. c loth. .3». 6d. 

GENTLEMAN'S MAGAZINE, THE. Is. Monthly. ATTicles upon Litera- 
ture. Science and Art, and "TABLE TALK" by Sylvanus Urban, appear monthly. 
*,* Hnund Volumes for recent years kept in stocky S«. ^t\» each. Cases for bindinf;^ ri«« 

CENTLlElJprSlSJNyALrtHB, Published AnnualTTin N ovemberrw. 



BOOKS PUBU8HE0 BY 



GlXNVILLE (ESNESt). NOVELS BY: 

Cranrii 8vo, Elolh elira, 3*. 6d. each ; post Svo, ILIusIrated bouda, 't; each. 
THE LOST HEIBEBS: A Tale oE Love, batik, Rnd Advenlure. Willi i Illusta. 
THB FOSHCKEHl A Romance <if MifhonaUad. Wjihi lllusts. br Huhe Niebit. 
A F ilB COL Om ST. Wil h"a l-toniiiDiect. C?. 8vQ , cl. aitra. »«. « d, 

GLENNY.~A_YBAlP§~WOBinN Q^IJEN AND GREENHODSE: 
aODWIN.— LIVES OF "THE NECROMANCERS. By WiLLiAii Goi>. 



QONTAOT, MEMOIRS OP THE DUCHESSE DE, Gouvemante t< 

Cbildisn of France, 1773-1836, Wilh Photosratnn Frontispieces. Two Vols., smui 

GOODMAN.— THE"FATE"pF HERBERT"WA"YNE. By E. J. Gooi>^ 
ORAHiM.^^THE~PR0FESSOR'S~ WIFeV"A Story By Leonard 
greeks"' and 'TtOMA^f^"H"£^LrFE~OF~Tiri 

SREIHWOODTISSES), WORKS BY. Cr.avo.eit 

THE W IJI.D8 OF L OHDOM. j LOW-LIFE PEEPS . 

(SrevillEThenryj," Novels by:" 

MIKANOR. TrsTisIsled by Euza E. Chase. With 8 Illustralians. Crown Bio. 

dolheitra, 611.1 poll Svo.illuslrated boatdi, »■. 
X XOBLE WOHXII. Crown avo, cloih e.lra. S». I post Bto. [llnalraled boardj. 3«. 
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IJABBERTON (JOHN, Author of •• Helen's Babies"), NOVELS BY. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards tjn. each; cloth limp, 2s* Oct* each. 
BRUE TOH'S BAYO U. I COUNTRY LUCK. 

HAIR, THE : Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans- 
late d from the Ge rman of D r. J. Pincus. Crown 8vo. la. ; cloth, la. 6<1. 

HAKE (DR. THOMAS GORDON),TOEMS BY. Cr. svo, ci. ex., «». each. 

NEW SYMBOLS. j LEGENDS OF THE MORROW, j THE SERPENT PLAY. 
MAIDEN ECSTASY. Small 4 to. clo th extra. 8». 

HALL.-SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER. By Mrs. S. C. Hall. 

With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Maclisb, Gilbert, Harvby, and 
George Cru ikshank. Medium 8yo. cloth extra. y». 6d. 

HALLIDAY (ANDROl^ ^VERT -D AY PAPERS. Post 8vo, bds., 2s. 
HANDWRITING, THE PHILOSOPHY OF. With over loo Facsimiles 

a nd Explanatory Text. By Don Felix de Salamanca. Post Svo. cloth limp. !J«. 6d. 
HANKY-PANKY : Easy Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c. 

_ Kdit ed by W. H. Cremkr. With goo Illnstration??. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 4<*. <ld. 

HAR DY (LA DY DUFFUS). - PAUL WYNTER*S SACRIFI CE. 2s . 
HARDY (THOMAS).— UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. By 

Thomas Hardy, Author of'Tess," With Portrait and 15 Illustrations. Crown Svo. 
cloth extra. 3», 6d.; post 8^0. ilhistrated boards, tin . ; clo th limp, ga. lid. 

HARPER (CHARLES G.), WORKS BY. Demy Svo. doth extra; l«a.each. 
THE BRIGHTON ROAD. With Photogravure Frontispiece and 90 Illustrations. 
FROM PADDINGTON TO PENZANCE: The Record o f a Sum mer T ramp. 1 05 Illu sts. 

HARWOOD.— THE TENTH EARL. By J. Berwick Harwood. Post 

8vo. illustrated boards, Ha. 

HAWEiS7MRS~H.^R.), WORKS BY. Square Svo, cloth extra. 6s. each. 
THE ART OF BEAUTY. With Coloured Frontispiece and 91 Illustrations. 
THE ART OP DECORATI ON. With Coloured Fro ntispiece and 74 Illustradons. 

THE ART OF DRESS. With 32 Illustrations. Post Svo, la. ; cloth, la. tf d. 

CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. Demy Svo, cloth limp, ila. tf d. 

CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN. ^8 Illusts. (8 Cnlouredy. Sm. 4to, cl. extra, 3«. 6d. 

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.,M. A.). -AMERICAN HUMORISTS : Washington 

Irving. Oliver Wendell Holmes^ James Russell Lowell, Artemus Ward, 
Mark Twain, and Bret Hartr. Third Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 6a. 

HAWLEY SMART.— WITHOUT LOVE OR LICENCE : A Novel. By 

Hawley Smart. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3«. 6d. ; post Svo, illustra ted boards, i^». 

HAWTHMNEr^^OUtrOLlTHOME: By Nathaniel Hawthorne. 
Annotated with Passages from the Author's Note-book, and Illustrated with 31 
Photogravures. Two Vols., crown Svo. buckram, gilt top, 15a. 

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), NOVELS BY. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3n. 6d. each ; post Svo. illustrated boards, 3a. each. 
GARTH. I ELLICE QUENTIN. 1 BEATRIX RANDOLPH. | DUST. 

SEBASTIAN STROME. DAVID POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE'S FOOL. [^THE^PECTRE OP THE CAMERA. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3a. each. 

MISS CADOGNA. | LOVE-O R A NAME. 

MRS. GAINSBOROUGH'S DIAMONDS. Fcap. Svo. illustrated cover, la. 



HEATH.— MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GREW THERE. 

By Francis George Heath. Crown Svo. cloth extra, gilt edges, 6a. 

HELPS (SIR ARTHUR), WORKS BY. Post Svo.clothUmp. 3a. «d. each. 
ANIMAX8 AND THEIR MASTERS. | SOCIAL PRESSURE. 
IVAN DE BIRON ; A Novel. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 3a. 6d. ; post Svo, illust. bds., 3a. 

HENDERSON.— AGATHA PAGE : A Novel. By Isaac Henderson. 

Crown Svo. cloth extra. 3a. 6d. 

HENTY (G. A.), NOVELS BY. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. each. 

BUJUB THE JUGGLER. 8 Illusts. by Stanley L. Wood. Presentation Ed., 5a« 
DOROTHTS DOUBLE. fShortly. 

HERMAN.— A LEADING LADY. By Henry Herman, joint-Author 
ot <'The Bishops' Bible." Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3a. } cloth extra, 3a. 6d. 



14 - eOOKS PU6USHED BY 

HERRICK'S (ROBERT) HESPERIDES, NOBLE NUMBERS, AND 

COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the 
Rev. A. B. Grosart, DA). ; Steel Portrait, &c. Three Vols., crown 8vo. cl. bds.. 1^8. 

HERTZKA.— FREELAND : A Social Anticipation. By Dr. Theodor 

Hkrtzka. Translatedby Arth ur Ransom. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Oa . 

HESSE- WARTEGOt^TUNIS : The Land and the People. ByChevalier 
Krnst von Hesse-Wartk gg. With 22 Ill ustratio ns. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3»» 6d . 

HILLThEADON)~Z^BRA the DETECTIVE. By Headon Hill. 

Post 8vo. illu strat ed boards, :1b.; cloth, 2s. 4id. 

HILL (JOHNTTl.A.), WORKS BY. 

TREA8OW-FELOH Y. PostSvo.aa. I THE COMMON AHCK8T0R. Cr.Svo, 3a. 6d. 

HINDLEY (CHARLES), WORKS BY. 

TAVERN ANECDOTES AND SAYINGS 1 Including Reminiscences connected with 
Cofiee Houses, Clubs, ftc. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, «Ss. 6d. 
THE LIFE AND ADVENTURES O P A CHEAP JA CK . Cr. 8vo. cloth ex.. tin. 6d. 

HOEY.— THE LOVER^ CREED. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. Post 8vo. 2s. 

HOLLINGSHEAD (JOHN).— NIAGARA SPRAY. Crown 8vo, Is. 

HOLMES.-THE SCIENCE OF VOICE PRODUCTION AND VOICE 

PRESERVATION. By Gordo n Holmes, M . D. Crown 8vo, la. ; cloth. Is. Od. 

HOLMES (OLIVER WENDELL), WORKS BY. 

THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ils. 6d. — Another Edition, post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 
THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE and THE PROFESSOR AT THE 
BREAKFAST-TABLE. In One Vol. Post 8vo, half-bound, *2m. 



HOOD'S (THOMAS) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Life 
of the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ts. 6d. 
H OOD*S WHIMS AND ODD ITIES. With 85 Illusts. Pos t 8vo. ha lf-bound, ils. 

HOOD (TOM).-FROM NOWHERE TO THE NORTH POLE: A 

Noah*8 ArksBological Narrative. By Tom Hood. With 25 Illustrations by W.Brunton 
a nd E. C. Barnes. Square 8v o. cloth extra , gilt edge s, 6». 

HOOK'S (THEODORE) CHOICE HUMOROUS WORKS: including his 

Ludicrous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Life of the Author, 
P ortr aits, Fa csi miles , and Illustra tions. C rown 8vo. cloth extra, y«. Od. 

HOdPER:^^HE~HOUSE OF RABY : A Novel. By Mrs. George 

Hooper. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, U». 

HOPKINST=^*^TlVIXT LOVE AND DUTY:" A Novel. By Tighe 

Hopk ins. Pos t 8v o. illustrated boards, tim* 

HORNE. — ORION : An Epic Poem. By Richard Hengist Horne. 
With Photogra phic Portrait by Summers. Ten t h Edition. Cr.8vo, clot h extra. 7n» 

HUNGERFORD (MRS.), Author of *' Molly Bawn," NOVELS BT. 

Post Hvo, illustrated boards, iJs. each ; cloth limp, 3s. Hd. each. 
A MAIDEN ALL FORLORN, t IN DURANCE VILE. I A MENTAL STRUOGLE. 
JIARVEL. I A MODERN C IRCE. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, lim. 6d. each. 
LADT VERNER'S FLIGHT. | THE RED-HOUSE MYSTERY. 



HUNT.— ESSAYS BY LEIGH HUNT : A Tale for a Chimney Corner, 

^&c. Edited by E d mund Qllier. Post 8vo. printed on laid paper and h alf-bd., *2n, 

HUNT (MRS. ALFRED), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Js. tfd. each; post 8vo. illustrated boards. 3s. each. 
THE LEADEN CASKET. | SELF-CO NDEMNED. | THAT OTHER PERSON. 
THORNICROFT'S MODEL. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Us. 
MRS. JULIET. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. 



HUTCHISON.-HINTS ON COLT-BREAKING. By W. M. Hutchison. 

With 25 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

HYDROPHOBIA : An Account of M. Pasteur's System; Technique of 
his Method, and Statistics. By Rknaud Suzor, M.B. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 6s. 

TDLER (THE) : A Monthly Magazine. Profusely Illustr. 6d. Monthly. 
The first Five Vols, now ready, cl. extra, 5s. each j Cases for Binding, Js. 6d. each. 
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INGELOW (JEAN).~FATED TO BE FREE. Post 8vo. illustrated bds.. an. 
INDOOR PAUPERS. B y One of Thfm. C rown 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6d. 
INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK (THE) AND LICENSED~VICTUALLER S 

MA NUAL. By |. Trevor-Davirs. Crown 8v6, 1».; cloth. 1». 6d. 

IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, SONGS OF. Collected and Edited by 

A. Pbrcbval Graves. Post 8vo. cl oth limp, 3m. 6d. 

JAMES.— A ROMANCE OF THU QUEEN'S HOUNDS. By Charles 

* * James. Post 8vo, picture cover , la. ; clot h limp, la. 6«l. 

JAMESON.— MY DEAD SELF.~B7"Wn:LTAM Jameson. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, ^a. ; cloth, '2a. 6d. 

JAPP.—DRAMAlTC PICTURES, SONNETS, &c. ByA.H.jAPP.LL.D. 

Crown Svo , c loth extra. 5». 

JAY (HARRIETT), NOVELS BY. P&bi Svo, illustrated boards. •Ja. each. 
THE D ARK COLLEEN. | THE QUBEN OF CONNAUQHT. 

JEFFERIES (RICHARD), WORKS BY. Post Svo. clotb limp. *Ja. «d. each. 
NATURE NEAR LONDON. | THE LIFE OF THE FIELDS. I THE OPEN AIR. 

'*«* Also the Hand-made Paper Edition, crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, 6a. each. 



THE EULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES. By Walter Besant. Second Edl- 
tion With a Photograph Portrait. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 68. 



JENNINGS (H. J.), WORKS BY. 

CURIOSITIES OF CRITICISM. Post bvo, cloth limp. Qm. ed. 

LORD TENNYSON: A Biographical Sketch. Post Svo. Is.; cloth, la. 6d. 



JEROME.— ST AGELAND. By Jerome K. Jerome. With 64 Illustra- 

tions by J. Bernard Partridge. Square Svo, picture cover, la. ; cloth limp, 3». 



JERROLD.-THE BARBER'S CHAIR ; & THE HEDGEHOG LETTERS. 

By Douglas Jerrold. Post Svo, p rinted on laid paper and half-bound, ila. 

JERR()LD~(TOM), WORKS BY. Post Svo. la. each; cloth limp, Is. «d. each. 
THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD HORTICULT URE; A Gossip about F lowers. Illustrated. 
O UR KITCH E N GARDEN: The Plants, and How we Cook Them. Cr. 8vo,ct.,l>.6d. 

JESSE.-SCENES AND OCClJPATIONS OF A COUNTRY LIFE. By 

Edward Jesse. Post Svo. clotn limp, tim, 

jmES (WILLIAM, F.S.A.)rW6RKS BY. Cr.Svo. cl. extra. 7n. ed. each. 
FINGEB-RING LORE: Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With nearly 300 

Illustrations. Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES, PAST AND PRESENT. Including the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 

Talismans, Word and Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Animals, 

Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. With an Etched Frontispiece. 
CROWNS AND CORONATI ONS; A H is tory of Rega li a. With 10 Illustrations. 

JONSON'S (BEN) WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, 
and a Biographical Memoir by William Gifford. Edited by Colonel Cunnimo- 
ham. Th ree Vols ., cro wn Svo. cloth e xtra, tts. each. 

JbSEPHUS, THE COMPLETE~WbRkSl)F. Translated by Whiston. 

Containing "The Antiquities of the Jews" and "The Wars or the Jews." With 5a 
Illustrations and Maps. T wo V ols., demy Svo, half- bound, lija. 6d. ^ 

KEMPT.— PENCILXND PALETTE : Chairs oTArtlind Artists. By 
■* Ro bert Kempt. P ost Sv o. cloth li mp. 9a. 6d . 

KERSHAW. - COLONIAL FACTS AND FICTIONS: Humorous 

Sketches. By Mark Kershaw. Post Svo. illustrated boards, tta. ; cloth, i^a. 6d. 

KEYSER. — CUT BY THE MESS : A Novel. By Arthur Kbyser. 

Crown Svo, picture cover, la. ; cloth limp, Ig. 6d. 

KING (R. ASHE), NOVELS BY. Cr. Svo, cl., 3*. 6d. ea. ; post Svo, bds., *Jm. ea« 
A DRAWN GAME. | *«THE WE ARING OF THE GREEN.'* 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, i|». each. 
PASSION'S SLAVE. I BELL BARRY. 



KNIGHT. — THE PATIENT'S VADE MECUM : How to Get Most 

Benefit from Medical Advice. By William Knight, Bf.R.C.S., and Edwaro 
Kniqht, L.R.C.P. Crown Svo, l8.| cloth limp, 1«. 6d. 



t4 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



KNIGHTS (THE) OF THE LION : A Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 

Edited, with an Introduction, by the Marquess of Lorne. K.T. Cr. 8vo. cl. ex. 



LAMB'S (CHARLES) COMPLETE WORKS, in Prose and Verse, 

^ including " Poetry tor Children '* and " Prince Dorus." Edited, with Notes and 

Introduction, by K. H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a pago 
of the *' Essay on Roast Pig.'* Crown 8vo, half-bound, 7s. 6d. 
THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 3ii* 
LITTLE ESSAYS: Sketches and Characters bv Charles Lamb, selected from hit 

Letters by Percy Fitzgerald. Post 8vo, cloth limp, its. tf d. 
THE DRAMATIC ESSAYS OF CHARLES LAMB. With Introduction and Notes 
by Bran der M atthew s, and Steel- plate Portrait. F cap. 8vo , ltf,-bd., ils. 6 d. 

LANDURT^CITATION AND EXAMINATION OF~WlLLIAM SHAKS- 

PEARE, &c., before Sir Thomas Lucy, touching Deer-stealing, loth September, 1582. 
To which is added, A CONFERENCE OF MASTER EDMUND SPENSER with the 
Earl of Essex, touching the State of Ireland, 1595. By Walter Savage Landor. 
Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxburgne , iim, Od . 

LANE.-THE THOUSAND AND ONE NIGHTS, commonly called in 

England THE ARABIAN NIGHTS* ENTERTAINMENTS. Translated from the 
Arabic, with Notes, by Edward William Lane. Illustrated by many hundred 
Engravings from Designs by Harvey. Edited by Edward Stanley Pools. With a 
Preface by Stanley Lane- Poole . Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, Ts. 6d. each. 

LARWOOD (JACOB), WORKS B?:^ " 

THE STORY OF THE LONDON PARKS. With Illustt. Cr.Svo, cl. eitra, »s. 6d« 
ANECDOTES OF THE CLERG Y. Po st 8vo, laid paper, half-bound, 3s. 

Host 8vo, cloth limp, iim» 6d. each. 
FORENSIC ANECDOTES. J T HEATR IC AL ANECDOTES . 

LEHMANN (R. C.) WORKS BY. Post Svo.pict. cover, is. ea.; cloth, ls.6d.ea. 
HARRY FLtJDYER AT CAMBRIDGE. 
CONVERSATIONAL HINTS FOR YOUNG SHOOTERS: A Guide to Polite Talk. 



LEIGH (HENRY S.), WORKS BY. 

CAROLS OF COCKAYNE. Printed 



on hand-made paper, botmd in buckram, 5s. 
JEU X D*ESPRIT. Edited bv Henry S. Lei gh. Post 8vo, cloth limr>, iis. 6 d. __ 

EEYS( JOHN). —THE LINDSAYS : A Romance. Post 8vo, ilJust. bdi:;2s. 

LINTON (E. LYNN), W(3RKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp. ils. 6d. each. ' 

WITCH STORIES. | OUR SELVES; Essays on WoyEH. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ils. each. 
PATRICIA KEMBALL. | lONE. UNDER WHICH LORD? 



ATONEMENT OF LEAM DUNDAS. 
THE WORLD WELL LOST. 



•«HY LOVE!" J80WING THE WIND. 
PASTON CAREW, MiUionalra ft MiMr. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards. t2s. each. 

THE REBEL OF THE FAMILY. I W ITH A SILKEN THREAD. 

THE ONE TOO MANY. C rown 8vo. cloth, 3g. «d . (Shortly, 

FREESHOOTING; Extracts froii: Works of M rs. Linton. Post 8vo, cl oth, as. Od. 

LONGFELLOW'S POETIC AL"WORKS. With numerous Illustrations 

on Steel and W o od. C rown 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

LUCY.— GIDEON FLEYCETA"Novel. By Henry W. Lucy. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, «Ss. 0«l. ; post 8vo, illustrate d boards. i>s. 

M^ACAO>"iNElAVE^Y)rN0VELS~BY. 

-"* TERESA ITASCA. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Is. 

BROKEN WINGS. Wit h 6 Illu sts. b y W. J. Hennesst. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 6s. 

HACCOLL (HUGH), NOVELS BY. 



MR. STRANGER'S SEALED PACKET. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss. 
EDNOR WHITLOCK. Crown 8vo, rioth extra, «s. 



HACDONELL.— QUAKER COUSINS : A Novel. By Agnes Macdonell. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra. Itm, 6d. t po^t 8vo. illustrated boards. i>s. 

HACGREGOR. - PASTIffES~T[Nir~I>rAYEBS : Notes on Popular 

Games. By Robert MACORBnoR. Post Rvn cloth lim p, i>«. 6d. 

MACKAY7=^INTERLUDES AND UNDERTONES ; or. Music at Twilight. 

Bv 'Jharlfs Mack » v. f.T . »> Crown 8vo. cloth extra. <U. 

■AGIC LANTERN, the, and its Management : including full Practical 
Directions. By T. C. Hbpworth. 10 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, Is. $ cloth, Is. Od« 
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McCarthy (justin, m.p.), works by. 

A HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES, from the Accession of Queen Victoria to tha 
General Election of i8ao. Four Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, liJa. each.— Also 
a Popular Edition, in Four Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 0». each.— And a 
Jubilee Edition, with an Appendix of Events to the end of 1886, in Two Vols., 
laree crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7«. Od. each. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES. One Vol.. crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s« 
— Also a Cheap Popular Edition, post 8vo, cloth limp, Sn. 6<l. 

A HISTORY OF THE FOUR GEORGES. Four Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
litii. each. fVols. I. & II. ready. 



Cr. 8vo, cl. extra. 3m. Gd. each; post 8vo, i 
THE WATERDALE NEIGHBOURS. 
MY ENEMY'S DAUGHTER, 
A FAIR SAXON. 
LINLEY ROCHFORD. 
DEAR LADY DISDAIN. 



lust. bds.. *Z^» pi7Kc\\ \ cl. limp, i2s.6d. each. 
MISS MISANTHROPE. 
DONNA QUIXOTE. 
THE COMET OF A SEASON. 
MAID OF ATHENS. 
CAMIOLA: A Girl with a Fortune. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Il«. 6d. each. 

THE DICTATOR. j R ED DIAMONDS. 

"THE RIGHT HONOURABLE." By Justin McCarthy, M.P.,and Mrs.CAMPBELL- 
Praed. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 0«. 



McCarthy (justin h.), works by. 

THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. Four Vols., 8vo, !««. each. [Vols. I. & II. readv, 
AN OUTLINE OF THE HISTORY OF IRELAND. Crown 8vo. 1»». : cloth, 1». <ld. 
IRELAND SINCE THE U NION; Irish History. 17 98-1886. Crown 8vo, cloth, tf s. 
HAFIZ IN LONDON : Poems. Small 8vo, ^old cloth, 3m. <id. 
HARLEQUINADE: Poems. Small 4to, Japanese vellum, S». 
OUR SENSATION NOVEL. Crovm SvoTpicture cover, 1«. 5 cloth limp, Is. 6d. 
DOOM t An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. 
DOLLY : A Sketch. Crown 8vo, picture cover. Is. \ cloth limp, Is. 6«1« 
LILY LASS: A Romance. Crown 8vo, picture cover. Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 
THE THOUSAND AND ONE DAYS: Persian Tales. With a Photogravures by 
Stanley L. Wood. Two Vols., crown 8vo, half-bound, Itjs. 

MACDONALD (GEORGE, LL.D.), WORKS BY. 

WORKS OF FANCY AND IMAGINATION. Ten Vols., cl. extra, gilt edges, in doth 

case, 21s. Or the Vols, may be had separately, in grolier cl., at ils. lid. each. 

Vol. I. Within and Without. — The Hidden Life. 

,, II. The Disciple. — The Gospel Women.— Book of Sonnexs. — Organ Songs. 

„ III. Violin Songs. — Songs of the Days and Nights. — A Book of Dreams.— 

Roadside Poems. — Poems for Children. 
„ IV. Parables. — Ballads. — Scotch Songs. 

„ V. & VI. Phantastbs: A Faerie Romance. | Vol. VII. The Portent. 

„VIII. The Light Princess.— The Giant's Heart.— Shadows. 
„ IX. Cross Purposes.— The Golden Key.— The Carasoyn.— Little Daylight 
n X. The Cruel Painter.— The Wow o* Rivven.— The Castle.— The Broksm 

Swords. — The Gray Wo lf. — Uncle Corn elius. 
POETICAL WORKS OF GEORGE MACDONALD. Collected and arranged by tho 

Author. 2 vols., crown 8vo, buckram, lits. 
A THREEFOLD CORD. Edited by George Mac Donald. Post 8vo, cloth, 5s* 

HEATHER AND SNOW: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
PHANTASTBS: A Faerie Romance, A New Edition. With 25 Illustrations by J. 
Bell. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Od. [Shortly. 



MACLISE PORTRAIT GALLERY (THE) OF ILLUSTRIOUS LITER- 

ARY CHARACTERS: 85 PORTRAITS; with Memoirs — Biographical, Critical. 
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal — illustrative of the Literature ofthe former half ot 
the Present Century, by Wi lli am Bates. B.A. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Ts. 6d. 

MACQUOID (MRS.), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth extra. 7s. 6d. each. 
IN THE ARDENNES. Withjjo Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. 
PICTURES AND LEGENDS FROM NORMANDY AND BRITTANY. 34 Illustrations. 
THROUGH NORMANDY. With 93 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid, and a Map. 
THROUGH BRITTANY. With 35 Illustrations by T . R. Macquoid, and a Map. 

ABOUT YORKSHIRE. Witn 07 illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. Square Bvo, 

cloth extra, 6s* 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
THE EVIL EYE, and other Stories. | LOST ROSE. 

MAGICIAN'S OWN BOOK, THE : Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c. 
Sdit^ by W. H^ Crbmbr. zoo Illustrations. Crowo 8vo, cloth extra, 4s« 6a* 



l6 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



MAGNA CHARTA : An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 

_ Ma^eom. ^ feet by «fe«t, with An ns and Seals emblagoned in Gold and Colours, «>• • 

llALLOCK~(WrH.)rWORkS BY. 

THB IBW REPUBLIC Post 8vo, picture cover, 3«.; cloth limp, 3a« 64. 
THB IBW PAUL ft YIBOIBIA: Positivism on an Island. Post 8vo. cloth. 9«. MUU 
P0BH8. Small 4to, parchment, 8a« 

It Lire WORTH LIYIBOt Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 6s. 

A ROMAHCB OF THB BIHBTBBHTH CBBTURT. Crown 8vo, cloth, •••; post 8vo, 
_^ illu strate d boards. 9a. 

IIALLORY'S (SIR THOMAS) MORT D'ARTHUR : The Stories of 

King Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table. (A Selection.) Edited by B. 
_ Mo wTcoMBKi E Rahkihq. Post 8vo , cloth limp, 9a. 

MARK TWAIN. WORKS BY. Crown Svo. doth extra, r». Cd. each. 

THB CHOICB WORKS OF HARK TWAIH. Revised and Corrected throughout 

by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations. 
ROUOHIHG IT, and IBROCEIITS AT HOME. With 200 lUusts. by F. A. Frasbr. 
■ARK TWAI1I*8 LIBRARY OF HUHOUR. W ith 197 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo. cloth extra (illustrated). Tau tfd. each; post Svo. illust. boards. 3s. each. 

THB IRBOCBIITS ABROAD; or, New Pilcrim's Progress. With 2U Illustrations. 

(The Twcbhilling Edition is entitled HARK TWAIN'S PLEA8UBB TRIP.) 
THB GILDED AGE. By Mark Twain and C. D. Warner. With 212 Illustrations. 
THE ADYEBTURES OF TOH SAWYER. With xix Illustrations. 
A TRAHP ABROAD. With 314 illustrations. 
THB PRIBCE AMD THB PAUPER. With 190 Illustrations. 
Lire OB THB HISSISSIPPI. With 300 Illustrations. 

ADVBBTUBB8 OF HUCKLEBERRY FlBll. With 174 Illusts. by E. W. Kbmblb. 
A TABKBB AT THB CO URT OF KIBO A RTHUR With 220 Illusts. by Bbaro. 

Post Svo. illustrated boards. 9s. each. 
THB BTOLBB WHITE ELE PHABT. | HAR K TWAIH*8 SKETCHES. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. each. 
THB AHBRICAll CLAIIIABT. With 8x Illustrations by Hal Hurst, &c 
THB B14XXL00O BABK-BOTB, and other New Stories. 
TOH tAWYBR ABROAD. Illustrated by Dan Bkard. 
PUDD'BHEAD WILSOB. 



MARKS (H. S., R.A.), PEN AND PENCIL SKETCHES BY. With 4 

Photogravures'and 126 Illustrations. Two Vols., demy Svo. clotb, 39a. {Shortly, 
MARLOWE'S WORKS. Including bis Translations. Edited, with Notes 

and Introductions, by Col. Cunn ingham. Crow n Svo. clo^ extra, tta. 

MARRYAT (FLORENCE), NOV£LS~BY. Post Svo,iUust. boards, il*. each. 

A HARVEST OF WILD OATS. | FIOHTIBG THE AIR. 
OPE W! SESAME! I WRITTEN IB FIRE. 

MASSINGER'S PLAYS. From the Text of William Gifford. Edited 
by Col. Cunn ingh am. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 6a. 

MASTERMAN.--HALF-A^DOTE!rT)AUGHTERS : A Novel By J. 

„ Masterm an. Post Svo. i llustrated boards. *im, 

MATTHEWS.— A SECRET OF THE SEA, &c. ByBRANDER Matthews. 

P ost Svo. illustrated boards, tta. ; cloth limp, fiu, 6d. 

MAYHEW.-LONDON CHARACTERS AND THE HUMOROUS SIDE 

OF LOWDOB LIFE. Bv Hbn ry Mayhrw. With Illusts. Crown Svo. cloth. 3a. 6il« 

MEADE (L. TO, NOVELS BY. 

A SOLDIER OF FOBTURE. Crown Svo. cloth, 3a.«d. rshortly, 
Ill_ A B IROB GRIP. Two Vols., crown Svo. cloth. lOa. net. iShottly. 

MERRICK.— THE MAN WHO WAS GOOD. By Leonard Merrick. 

Au thor o f " Vio let Mos es," &c. Post Svo, illustrated boards, !>a. 

MEXICAN MUSTANGRON A), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 

A. E. Sweet and T. Armoy Knox. With 265 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cloth extra. Ta. 6€l. 

MlDDLEMASS rjEAN), NOVELS BY. Post Svo. illust boards, da. each. 
TOU CH A BD 00. [J|R. DO RILUOB. 

MILLER.-PHYSIOLOGY FOR THE YOUNG ; or, The House of Lif<s, 
Sjr Mrq. F. FpNWiCK MlLl^SK* With IUustr$itioAf. Pp§t 8y0| cloth Ump* 9st 9^ 
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MILTON (J. L. )f WORKS BY. Post Svo, 1 «. each ; cloth, Is. 04. each. 
THE HYOIENB OF THE SKIN. With Directions for Diet, Soaps. Baths, &C. 
THE BATH IN DISEASES OF THE SKIN. 

THE LAWS OF LIFE, AN D THEIR RELA TION TO DISEASES OF THE SKIM. 
THE SUCCESSFUL TREATMENT OF LEPROSY. Demy 8vo. la. ^ 

M INTO (WM.)-WAS SHE GOOD OR BAD ? Cr. 8vo. Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

MITFORD (BERTRAM), i^OVELS BY. Crown Svo, doth extra, 3b. Od. each. 
THE GUN-RUNNER : A Romance of Zululand. With Frontispiece by S. L.Wood. 
THE LUCK OF GERARD BIDGELB Y. With a Frontispiece by Stamlbv L. Wood. 
THE KING'S ASSEGAI. With Six full-pace Illustrations. 
RENSH AW FA NN INO*S QUEST . Wi th Frontispiece by S. L, Wood. [Shorily. 

MOLESWORTH (MRS.), NOVELS BY. 

HATHERCOURT RECTORY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 
THAT GIRL IN B LAC K . Crown 8v o. cloth. 1». «d. ^ 

MOORE (THOMAS), WORKS BY. 

THE EPICUREAN; and ALCIPHRON. Post Svo, half-bound, 9s. 
PROSE AND VERSE. With Suppressed Passages from the Memoirs op Lord 
Byron. Edited by R. H. Shkpher d. With Port ra it. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., Ts. ltd. 

MUDDOCir(jrEA~^TORIES~BY^ 

STORIES WEIRD AND WONDERFUL. Post Svo. illust. boards. 3s. ; cloth, 3s. «d. 
THE DEAD MAN'S SECRET: or. The Valley of Gold. With Frontispiece by 

F. Barnard. Crown Svo. cfoth extra. 5s. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3s. 
FROM THE BOSOM OF THE DEEP. Post Svo. illustrated boards, 3h. 
MAID MARIAN AND ROBIN HOOD: A Romance of Old Sherwood Forest With 

12 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. tid. 



MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE). NOVELS BY 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3n» Od. each : post Svo, 



A LIFE'S ATONEMENT. 
JOSEPH'S COAT. 
COALS OF FIRE. 
YAL STRANGE, i HEARTS. 



illustrated boards. 3s. each. 



BY THE GATE OF THE SEA. 
A BIT OF HUMAN NATURE. 
FIRST PERSON SINGULAR. 
BOB MARTIN'S LITTLE 



WAY OF THE WORLD 

A MODEL FATHER. 

OLD BLAZER'S HERO. 

CYNIC FORTU NE. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3n, tid. each. [GIRL. 

TIME*S REVENGES. | A WASTED CRIME. | IN DIREST PERIL. [S^ior^j^. 

THE MAKING OF A NOVELIST : An Experiment in Autobiography. With a 

Collotype Portra it and Vignette. Cro wn Svo , Irish linen. 6s. 

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) & HENRY HERMAN, WORKS BY. 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3s. tid. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
ONE TRAVELLER RETURNS. I PA UL JONES'S ALIAS. | THE BISHOPS' BIBLE. 

MURRAY (HENRY), NOVELS BY. Post Svo. iUust. bds.. 3s. ea.; cl., 3s. 6d. ea. 
A GAME OF BLUFF . I A SONG OF SIXPENCE. 

JJEWBOLT.— TAKEN FROM THE ENEMY. By Henry Newbolt. 

Fcap. Svo, cloth boards, Is. 4>d. 



NISBET (HUME), BOOKS BY. 

"BAIL UP!" Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3a. 
DR. BERNARD ST. VINCENT. Pos t Svo. il lustrated boards. 3s. 
LESSONS IN ART. With 21 Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3s. Od. 
WHERE ART BEGINS. With 27 Illusts. Square Svo, cloth extra. 7s. 6d. 



NORRIS.— ST. ANN*S ; A Nov el. ByW.E.NoRRis. Cr. Svo, 3s.6d. r5fcor</j>. 

O'HANLON (ALICE), NOVELS BY. Post Svo. illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
THE UNFORESEEN. | CHANCE? OB FATE? 

OHNET (GEORGES), NOVELS BY. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
DOCTOR RAMEAU. | A LAST LOVE. 
A WEIRD GIFT. Crown Svo. cloth, 3m. 6d. , post Svo, picture boards. 3s. 



OLIPHANT (MRS.), NOVELS BY. Post Svo. illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
THE PRIMROSE PATH. I WHITELADIBS. 

THE GREATEST HEIRESS IN ENGLAND. 



O'REILLY (HARRINGTON).-LIFE AMONG THE AMERICAN IN- 

DIAN8; Fifty Yea rs on t he Trail , too Illusts. by F. Frewzenv. Crown Svo, 3 s. 6d. 

O'REIUY (MR!S.).-PB^Bl:*3 FORTUNES, Post «vp, must. Mi:72a; 



x8 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



OUIDA, NOVELS BY. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 3s. 64. each ; post 8vs. Ulust. bds., *2m. each. 
HELD III BOIDAGE. FOLLB-FARIHE. MOTHS. I PIPISTRELLO. 



THICOTRIH. 

8TRJITHM0EB. 

CHAHD08. 

CECIL CASTLEMAIHE'S 

GAGE. 
HIDES TWO FLAGE. 
PUCK. I IDAUA. 



A DOG OF FLAMDERS. 
PA8CAREL. I SIGMA. 
TWO LITTLE WOODEE 

SHOES. 
IH A WIHTER CITY. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 



A VILLAGE COMMUNE. 

IN MAREMMA. 

BIMBL I BTRLIN. 

WANDA. 

FRESCOES.! OTHMAR. 

PRINCESS NAPRAXINE. 

GUILDEROT. | RUFFINO. 



Square 8vo, cloth extra, 5«. each. 
BIMBI. With Nine Illustrations by Edmund H. Garrett. 
A DOG OF FLANDERS, & c. With Six Illustratio ns by Edmund H. Garrett. 

SANTA BARBARA, &c. Square 8vo, cloth, tts. ; crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Od. $ pott 

8yo, illustrated boards. Sis. 
TWO OFFENDERS. Squar e 8vo. c l oth extra, 6». ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

WISDOM, WIT, AND PATHOS, selected from the Works of Ouida by F. Svdnby 
Morris. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, its. 

PAGE (H. A.), WORKS~BY. 

^ THOREAU : His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post 8vo. cloth limp. 3s. 6fl. 

ANIMAL ANECDOTES. Arranged on a New Principle. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5s. 



PASCAL'S PROVINCIAL LETTERS. A New Translation, with His- 

torical Int rod uction an d Notes by T. M'Crie, P.P. Post Svo. cloth limp. 3«. 

PAUL— GENTLE ANDSiMPLE. By Margaret A. Paul. With Frontis- 
piece by Helen Fatkrso n Crown Svo. cloth, Urn, 0<l« ; post Svo, illust. boards, ilx. 

PAYN (JAMES), NOVELS BYT 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, 'dn, 6d. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3h. each. 



LOST SIR MA8SINGBERD. 

WALTER'S WORD. 

LESS BLACK THAN WE'RE 

PAINTED. 
BY PROXY.! FOR CASH ONLY. 
HIGH SPIRITS. 
UNDER ONE ROOF. 
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. 



A GRAPE FROM A THORN. 

FROM EXILE. | HOLIDAY TASKS. 

THE CANON'S WARD. 

THE TALK OF THE TOWN. 

GLOW-WORM TALES. 

THE MYSTERY OP MIRBRIDGE. 

THE WORD AND THE WILL. 

THE BURNT MILUON. 



HUMOROUS STORIES. 
THE FOSTER BROTHERS. 
THE FAMILY SCAPEGRACE. 
MARRIED BENEATH HIM. 
BENTINCK'S TUTOR. 
A PERFECT TREASURE. 
A COUNTY FAMILY. 
LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON. 
A WOMAN'S VENGEANCE. 
CARLYON'S YEAR. {CECIL'S TRYST. 
MURPHY'S MASTER. 
AT HER MERCY. 



Post Svo, illustrated boards, 9s. each. 



FOUND DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE'S HARVEST. 

A MARINE RESIDENCE. 

MIRK ABBE Y.| SOME PRIVATE VIEWS. 

NOT WOOED, BUT WON. 

TWO HUNDRED POUNDS REWARD. 

THE BEST OF HUSBANDS 

HALVES. 

FALLEN FORTUNES. 

WHAT HE COST HER. 

KIT: A MEMORY. 

A PRINCE OF THE BLOODk. 

SUNNY STORIES. 



THE CLYFFARDS OF CL YFFE. ^__ 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3». 6d. each. 
A TRYING PATIENT, &c. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. Wood. 
IN PERIL AND PRIVATION i Stories o f Marinb Adventure. With 17 Illusts. 

NOTES FROM THE **NEW8." Crown Svo. portrait covgr. la. ; cloth, 1». Od. 

PENNELL (H. CHOLMONDELEY), WORKS BY. Post 8vo.ci..a«.6d. each. 

PUCK ON PEGASUS. With Illustrations. 

PEGASUS RE-SADDLED. With Ten tuil-page Illustrations by G. Du Maurier. 
THE MUSES OF MAYFAIR. Vers de Socidt^, Selected by H. C. Pennell. 

PHELPS (E. STUART), WORKS BY. PostSvo l..each; cloth lti.6d.each. 
BEYOND THE GATES. | OL D MAID'S PA RADISE. | BURGLARS IN PARADISE. 
JACK THE FISHERMAN. Illustrated by C. W. Reed, Cr. Svo, la. ; cloth, 1», ttd. 

PIRKIS (C. L.), NOVELS BY:^ 

TROOPING WITH CROWS. Fcap. Svo, picture cover, 1«. 
LADY LOVELACE. Post Svo, illustrated boards, ids. 



PLANCHE (J. R.), WORKS BY. 



,'\ 



THE PURSUIVANT OP ARMS. With Six Plates, and 209 Illusts. Cr. Svo, ^ r^ W^ 
SONGS AND POEMS, 1S19-1879. Introduction by Mrs. Mackarness. C' ^' 



rSfo^ 
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PtUTARCH'S LIVES OF ILLUSTRIOUS MEN. With Notes and Life 

of Plutarch by J. and W m. Langhornb. Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, IPs. 6d. 

P0E*STEDGAR ALLAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Poetry. Intro- 

duction by Chas. Baudblairb, Portrait, and Facsimiles. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d« 
THE MYSTERY OP MARIE BOflET, &c. Post 8to. illnstrated boards, 2n. 

POPFS POETICAL WORKS. Post 8vo, cloth limp. 2s. 

PRAED (MRS. CAMPBELL), NOVELS BY, Post Svo. iiiust. bds., a». ea. 

THE ROMANCE OF A ST ATION. | THE S OUL OF COUNTESS ADRIAN. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 38. 6d. each. 
OUTLAW AND LAWMAKER. | CHRISTINA CHARD. jShortly, 

P5ICE (E. C), NOVELSIBY: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3m. Od. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
YALENTINA. | TH E FOREIONERS. | M RS. LANCASTER'S RIVAL. 
OERALD. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, gs. 

P RINCESS OLGA.— RADNA. By Princess Olga. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 6h. 

PROCTOR (RICHARD A., B.A.), WORKS BY. 

FLOWERS OF THE 8KY» With 55 Illusts. Small crownSvo. cloth extra. 3s. 6d. 
EASY STAR LESSONS. With Star Maps for Every Night in the Year. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
FAMILIAR SCIENCE STUDIES. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6s. 
SATURN AND ITS SYSTEM. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth ex., lOs. 6d. 
MYSTERIES OF TIME AND SPACE. With Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
THE UNIVERSE OF SUNS. With numerous Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., 6s. 
WAGES AND WANTS OF SCI ENCE WORKERS. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d. 

PRYCE.-MISS MAXWELL'S AFFECTIONS. By Richard Pryce, 

Frontispiece by Hal Ludlow. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards., 3s. 



PAMBOSSON.— POPULAR ASTRONOMY. By J. Rambosson, Laureate 

**' of the Institute of France. With numerous Il lu sts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7», 6d. 

RANDOLPH.-AUNT ABIGAIL DYKES: A Novel. By Lt. -Colonel 

Ge orge R ando lph. U.S.A . Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Ts. 6d. 

READElCHARLES), NOVELS BY: 

Crown bvo. cloth extra, illustrated, 3s. 6d. each; post8vo, illust. bds., 3s. each. 
PEG WOFFINGTON. Illustrated by S. L. Fildes, R.A.— Also a Pocket Edition, 

set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. 8vo, half-leather, 3s. 6d. — And a Cheap 

Popular Edition of Peg Woffington and ChrUtie Johnstone, the two 

Stories in One Volume, medium 8vo. 6d. ; cloth. Is. 
CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. Illustrated by William Small.— Also a Pocket Edition, 

set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. 8vo, half-leather, 3s. 6d. 
IT IS NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. Illustrated by G. J. Pin well.— Also a Cheap 

Popular Edition, medium 8vo, portrait cover, 6d. : cloth. Is. 
COURSE OF TRUE LOVE NEVER DID RUN SMOOTH. Illust. Helen Paterson. 
THE AUTORIOGRAPHY OF A THIEF, &c. Illustrated by Matt Stretch. 
LOVE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG. Illustrated by M. Ellen Edwards. 
THE DOURLE MARRIAGE. Illusts. by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and C. Keens. 
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. Illustrated by Charles Keene.— Also a 

Cheap Popular Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. ; cloth, Is. 
HARD CASH. Illustrated by F. W. Lawson. 

GRIFFITH GAUNT. Illustrated by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and William Small. 
FOUL PLAY. Illustrated by George Du Maurier. 
PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLACE. Illustrated by Robert Barnes. 
A TERRIRLE TEMPTATION. Illustrated by Edward Hughes and A. W. Coopeb. 
A SIMPLETON. Illustrated by Kate Craufurd. 

THE WANDERING HEIR. Illust. by H. Paterson, S. L. Fildes, C. Green, &c. 
A WOMAN-HATER. Illustrated by Thomas Couldert. 
SINGLEHEART AND DOUBLEFACE. Illustrated by P. Macnab. 
GOOD STORIES OF MEN AND OTHER ANIMALS. Illust. by E.A. Abbey, &a 
THE JILT, and other Stories. Illustrated by Joseph Nash. 
A PERILOUS SECRET. Illustrated by Fred. Barnard. 
READIANA. With a Steel-platg Portrai t of Charl es Reads. 

BIBLE CHARACTERS: Studies of David. Paul, &c. Fcap. 8vo, leatherette. Is. 
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. With an Introduction by Walter Besant. 
Elzevir Edition. 4 vols., post Svo, e ach with Front., cl. ex., gilt top, 14s. the set. 

SELECTIONS FROM THE WORKS 0F1CHABT7ES RBADE. Crown 8vo, with Por- 
tr^it. bii kram, 6s. ; post 8v), cloth limp, 3». 6d. 

^ *^S.— BARBARA DERING. By Am^lie Rives, Author of " Tho 
/\»i>r<T ^^ ^^^ Desid ? " Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d. $ post Svo, illust. bds., 9s« 
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KIDDbLL (Mrs. J. HA MOVELS BY. „ ^ 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 3«* tfd. each; post bvo. Ulnstrated boards, 3«.eacD. 
THE PRIICB OF WALES'S OABDEB PARTY. \ WBIBD STORIES. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boardsr^s* each. 

THE UEIMHABITED HOUSE. I HER MOTHER'S DARUHO. 

■TSTERT II PALACE OARDEHS. THE NUE*S CURSE. 

FAIRT WATER. IDLE TALES. 




L WORKS BY. Square 8vo, doth gUt,rs.l»<l. each. 
OUR OLD COUHTRY TOWRS. With 35 Illustrations. 
RAMBLES ROURD ETON AND HARROW. With 50 Illustrations. 
ABOUT EBGLAW D WITH DICKENS. With 58 lUust s. byC. A. Vanpbrhoof. &c 

ROBINSON CRUSOE. By Daniel Defoe. (Major's Edition.) With 

37 Illust rations by Georqk C ruikshank. Post 8vo. half-bound, 3s. 

ROBINSON (F. W.), NOVELSTf?:"" 

WOMEN ARE STRANGE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3«. 
_THE HANDS^OF J USTI CE. Cr. 8vo. cloth ex.. 3». ed. ; post 8vo. fllnst. bds., 9». 

ROBINSON (PHIL), WORKS BY. Crown Svo. cloth extra. ••. each. 
THE POETS' BIRDS. I THE POETS* BEASTS. 
THE POETS AND NA TU RE! REPTILES, FI SH ES, AND IN SECTS. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S MAXIMS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS. With 

Notes, and an Introductory Essay by Saiwtb-Beuvh. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 9a. 

ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, THE : A List of the Principal Warriors 

who came from Normandy with William the Conqueror. Handsomely printed, 5a. 

ROWLEY (HON. HUGH), WORKS ^YTposTi^o. cloth, a.. adT^adi. 

PUNIAHA: RIDDLES AND JOKES. With numerous Illustrations. 

MOR E PUNIA NA. Pro fusely Illust rated. 

fiUNCIMAN (JAMES), STORIES BY. Post 8vo, bds.. «-. ea. : cl.. Qm. <M. ca. 
SKIPPERS AND SHELLBACKS. I GRACE BALMAIGN*S SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS AND SCHOLARS. I 

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BOOKS AND NOVELS BY : 

Cr. 8vo. cloth extra, 6i«. each ; post 8vo, illust. boards, its. each ; cloth limp, 38. tid. ea. 
BOUND THE QALLEY-FIRE. | A BOOK FOR THE HAMMOCK. 

IB THE MIDDLE WATCH. MYSTERY OF THE "OCEAN STAR.** 

A VOYAGE TO THE CAPE. I THE ROMANCE OF JENNY HARLOWB. 



Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3«. tfd. ea. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 3». ea. ; cloth limp, 3s. ttd. ea. 

DY. I MY SHIPMA 

ALONE ON A WIDE WIDE SEA. 



AB OCEAB TBAGEDY. I MY SHIPMATE LOUISE. 

rii 



ON THE FO*K*SLB HEAD. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 3«. ; cloth limp. 9m. 6d. 
THE GOOD SH IP «« MOHOCK .** Two Vols., cr. 8vo, clot h, 10». net. [Shortty . 

RUSSELL (DORA).— A COUNTRY SWEETHEART. Three Vols.," 

crown 8vo, 15 s. net. 

OAINT AUBYN (ALAN), NOVELS BY. 

^ Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3«. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illast. boards, 3s. each. 

A FELLOW OF TRINITY. Note by Olivkr Wendell Holmes and Frontispiece. 

THE JUNIOR DEAN. | THE MA STER OF ST. BENEDICT'S. 

Fcao. 8vo, cloth boards, 1m. Od. each. 
THE OLD MAID*S SWEET HEART. \ M ODEST LITTLE SARA. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6<1. each. 
TO HI S OWN MASTER. | IN THE FACE OF THE WORLD. [Shortl y, 

SALA (G. A .).-GASLIGFT AND DAYLIGHT. Post 8vo, boards. 2s . 
SANSON.-SEVEN GENERATIONS OF EXECUTIONERS : Memoirs 

of the Sanson Family (i688 to 1847). Crown 8vo, cloth e^jft-a, 3s. 6d. 

SAUNDERS (JOHN), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; pout 8vo, illnstrated boards, 3s. each. 
GUY WATERMAN. | TH E LION IN THE PAT H. \ THE TWO DREAMERS. 
BOUND TO THE WHEEL. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

SAUNDERS (KATHARINE), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3a. 6d. each; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 3s. eacb* 
MARGARET AND EUZABETH. I HEART SALVAGE. 

THE HIGH MILLS. | SEBASTI AN. 

JOAN MERRYWEATHEB. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 3a« 
GIDEON'S ROCK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. ttd. 
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SCOTLAND YARD, Past and Present : Experiences of 37 Years. By 
Ex-Chief-Inspector Cavanagh. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, fin* ; cloth, g«. <ld. 

SECRET dUtTT'HE 7 One~l'housand~Tricks witirCards7wrrh Enter- 
taining Experiments in Drawing-room or "White Magic." By W. H. Crsmbr. 
With 300 Illust rations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4m. lid. 

SlGUflRLTGOrWORKS BY. 

THE COUNTRY OF THE PASSION PLAT (OBERAMMERGAU) and the Highlands 

of Bavaria. With Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s* 6d. 
WALKS IN ALGIERS. With 2 Maps ajid 16 Illusts. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6e« 

SENIOR (WM.).— BY STREAM AN D SEA. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 
SERGEANT ( A.).— DR. ENDICOTf S EXPERIMENT. 2 vols., 10s. net. 
SHAKESPEARE FOR CHILDREN: LAMB'S TALES FROM SHAKE- 

SPEARE . With Illusts., coloured and plain, by J. Moyr Smith. Cr. 4to. 3w. 6d. 

SHARP7-CHILDREN OF TO-MORROW: A Novel. By William 

Sharp. Cro wn 8vo, cloth extra, On. 

SHELXeY^THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE AND PROSE OF 

PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. Edited. Prefaced, and Annotated by R. Hernb 
Shephrrd. Five Vols., crowi) 8vo, cloth boards, 3s. ttd. each. 
POETICAL WORKS, in Three Vols. : 
VoL i. Introduction by the Editor; Posthumous Fragments of Marj^aret Nicholson; Shelley's Corre« 
spondence with Stockdale: The Wandering; Jew; Queen Mab, with the Notes; Alastor, 
and other Poems ; Rosalind and Helen : Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais. &c 
Vd. 11. Laon and Cythna ; The Cenci ; Julian and Maddaio ; Swellfoot the Tyrant; The Witch of 

Atlas; Epipsychidion: Hellas. 
Vol. III. Posthumous Poems; The Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 
PROSE WORKS, in Two Vols. : 
Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zastrozzi and St. Inrjme ; the Dublin and Marlow Patnphlets ; A Refuta* 

tion of Deism ; Letters to Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writing and Fragments. 
VoL II. The Essays ; Letters from Abroaa ; Translations and Fragments, Edited by Mrs. SHELLBY. 
With a Bibliography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works. 



S HERARD (R. H.).— ROGUES : A Novel, crown svo, i». ; cloth, in. «d. 
SHERIDAN (GENERAL). — PERSONAL MEMOIRS OF GENERAL 

p. H. SHERIDAN. With Portraits and Facsimiles. Two Vols., demy Svo, cloth , i^4». 

SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD BRINSLEY) COMPLETE WORKS. With 

Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and 

Poetry. Translations, Speeches and Jokes. 10 Illusts. Cr. Svo, hf.-bound, 70. 6d. 
THE RIVALS, THE SCHOOL FOR SCAMDAL, and other Plays. Post Svo. printed 

on laid paper and half-bound. 9s. 
SHERIDAN'S COMEDIES: THE RIVALS and THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 

Edited, with an Introduction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by 
Brawder Matthews. With Illustrations. Demy Svo, half-parchment, 19». 6d. 

SIDNEY'S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, incliTd- 

ing all those in "Arcadia." with Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c. by the 
R ev. A. B. Gro sa rt, P.P. Three Vols., crown Svo. cloth boards. 18g. 

SIGNBOARDS : Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Camden Hottkn 
With Colour ed Frontispiece and 94 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, yg. lid. 

SIMS (GEO. R.), WORKS BY. Post Svo. illust. bds., ilH. ea.: c1. limp. iim. 6d. ea. 
ROGUES AND VAGABONDS. MARY JANE MARRIED. 

THE RING 0' BELLS. TALES OF TO-DAY. 

MARY JANE'S MEMOIRS. DRAMAS OF LIFE. With 60 Illustrations. 

TINKLETOP*S CRIME. With a Frontispiece by Maurice Greiffenhagbn. 
ZEPH: A Circus Story, ftc. I MY TWO WIVES. 

MEMOIRS OF A LANDLAD^;; | SCENES FROM THE SHOW. [_ShortIy. 

Crown Svo, picture cover, In. each ; cloth, la. Od. each. 
HOW THE POOR LIVE; and HORRIBLE LONDON. 
THE DAOONET RECITER AND READER: being Readings and Recitations in 

Prose and Verse, selected from his own Works by Gborgb R. Sims. 
THE CASE OF GEORGE CANDLEMAS. | DAOONET DITTIES. 

SISTER DORA : A Biography. By Margaret Lonsdalb. With Four 

Illustrations. Pemy Svo. picture cover. 4d .t cloth, 6d. 

SKETCHLEY.— A MATCH IN THE DARK. By Arthur Sketchley. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, Urn, 
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SLANG DICTIONARY (THE): Etymological, Historical, and Anec- 

dotal. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6«« 6d. 

SMITH (J. MOYR). WORKS BY: 

THE PBIICB OF ARO0LI8. With 130 Illiists. Post 8vo, cloth extra, »8.6d. 
THE WOO IWfl O P TH g IfcATEB WITCH. Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth. 6». 

SOCIETY INTONDO N. Crown 8vo. Is. ; cloth. Is. 6(L 

SOCIETY IN PARIS : The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters 
from Count Paul Vasili to a Young Fren ch Diplomat, Crown 8vo. cloth, C«. 

SOMERSET. — SONGS^F ADIEU. By Lord Henry Somerset. 

Small 4to, Japanese vellum, 6». 

SPALDINGT^LIZABETHAN DEMONOLOG Y : An Essay on the Belief 

in the E xistence of Devils. By T. A. Spalding. LL.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Su, 

SPEIGHT (T7W.), NOVELS BY. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. ea6h. 



THE MYSTERIES OF HEROH DYKE. 
BY DEVIOUS WAYS, &c. 
HOODWIRKED; and THE SAHDY- 
CROFT MYSTERY. 



THE OOLDER HOOP. 
BACK TO LIFE. 
THE LOUDWATER TRAGEDY. 
BUR00*8 ROMAHCE. 



Post 8vo, cloth limp. Is. 6d. each. 

A BARREH TITLE. | WIFE OR HO WIPE? 

THE SAHDYCROFT MYSTERY. Crown 8vo, picture cover. Is. 
A SECRET OF THE SEA. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 



SPENSER FOR CHILDREN. By M. H. Towry. With Illustrations 
by Walter J^J^Ioroan^ Crow n 4to, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

STARRY HEAVENS (THE): A Poetical Birthday Book. Royal 
i6mo. clot h extra , ils._Od. 

STAUNtdN.-THE LAWS AND PRACTICE OF CHESS. With an 

Analysis of the Openings. By Howard Staunton. Edited by Robert B. Wormald. 
Crown 8 vo, cloth e xtra, 5s. ^ 

STEDMAN (E. CX WORKS BY. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 9s. each. 
VI CTORIAN POET S . I THE POETS OF AMERICA. 

STERNDALE. — THE AFGHAN KNIFE: A Novel. By Robert 

ArmitaoeSterndalk. Cr. 8vo, c l oth extra. 3 s. 6d.; post 8vo, illust. boards. Us. 

SHVENSON (R. LOUIS), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 3^ «d. each. 
TRAVELS WITH A DONKEY. Seventh Edit. With a Frontis.by Walter Crane. 
AH IHLAHD VOYAGE. Fourth Edi tion. With a F rontispiece by Walter Cranb. 

Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each. 
FAMILIAR STUDIES OF MEN AND BOOKS. Sixth Edition. 
THE MERRY MEN. Third Edition. f UNDERWOODS: Poems. Fifth Edition. 
MEMORIES AND PORTRAITS. Third Edition. 

YIROIHIBUS PUERISQUE. and other Papers. Seventh Edition. | BALLADS. 
ACROSS THE PLAINS, with other Memories and E ssays. 

HEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. Eleventh Edition. Crown 8vo. buckram, gilt top, 6s. $ 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, tin, 
THE SUICIDE CLUB; and THE RAJAH*S DIAMOND. (From New Arabian 

Nights.) With 8 Illustrations by W. J. Hbnnessv. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. 
PRINCE OTTO. Sixth Edition. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, its. 
FATHER DAMIEN: An Open Letter to the Rev. Dr. Hyde. Second Edition. 

Crown 8vo, hand-made and brown paper. Is. 

THE EDINBURGH EDITION OF THE WORKS OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVEN- 
SON. 2o Vols., demy 8vo. p>rice £19 lOs. net. Prospectuses and Specimens 
of this Edition (which is limited to 1,000 copies) may be had from any Bookseller. 
The Vols, will appear at the rate of one a month, beginning with Oct. i8q a. 

STODDARD. — SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH SEAS. By 

C. Warren Stoddard. Illustrated by Wallis Mackay. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d. 

STORIES FROM FOREIGN NOVELISTS. With Notices by Helen and 

Alice Zimmern. Crown 8vo, clotbextra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 

STRANGE MANUSCRIPTS) FOUND IN A COPPERCYLINDER. 

Cr. Svo, c lo th extr a, with 19 Illusts. by Gilbert Gaul, 5s. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., ils. 

STRANGE SECRETS. Told by Con an Doyle, Percy Fitzgerald, Flor- 
XNCB Marryat, &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 
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STROTT'S SPORTS AND PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF 

EMOLMDl includinii Ihe Rural and Domestic Recrealions, Mar Games, Mum- 
meries, Shows, So, fronJ Iho Eartieat Period 10 lljo Prcsenl Time. Edilid bjr 

WitLHli Hqhe. Willi 140 lllnslraliona. CrownBvo.clolheilra, 7«.gJ. 

SWIFT'S (DEAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 

Parlraii.and Facsimileiof Ibe Mans in " GolUveei Travels," Cr. 8vo, cl,. »«. Sd. 

OULUVBR-8 TRAVBL8, and A TILB 07 A TUB. Post 8vo. half-bound, 9*. 

JOHMHAH BWlFTl A S<ady. By J. Chuht — "- - '- '— -'—--— "- 



SWINBURNE (ALGERNON C). WORKS BY. 




SYNTAX'S (DR.) THREE TOURS : In Search of the Pictaresquc, in 

Searehof Coasoladoo.fmd in Search of a Wife. With Rowljihdsoh's Coloured Illns- 

iralion s .and Lite of Ihe Aulbor b y ]. C. Hottijh . CrownBvo.clolheilra.7».6rf. 

TAIHE'S HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Translated by 

^ HehhvVanLauk. Four Vols.. small demy Svo.cl. bdB.,30a.—PoFiiLAit Edition, 

T«oV olB.,larEoerownBvo..:1othe.tra, tS». ^ 

TAYLOR'S (BAYARD) DIVERSIONS OF THE ECHO CLUB: Bui- 



THE BAGACITY AND HORALITY Of PLANTS : . 

of Iha Vegetable Kincdom. With a Coloured Fl 
OUR GOMHOH BRITISH FOBSILR qt"! Whprc <, 
THE PLAYTIIIE BATOBA LIBT. 
TAYLOR'S {T()M) HISTORICAL DRAMAS. Contaitiing 'J Clancarty," 



Illustrated by Hundreds of 
aneicnea aj v>i i,li * m_bi ahe Fg^og ihackekai. Crown Bvo.elolh ejtra, Tfc 6J. 

THAMES.— A NEW PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE THAMES. 



THIERS.-HISTORY OF THE CONSULATE & EMPIRE OF FRANCE 

UNDER NAPOLEON. By A.TniEHB. TranslalPd by D. Fokbeb Campbeli. and 
JoHH Stebhihg. Wilh 36 Steel Plates, iz vola.. demy Bvo, cloth e.lra. m. each. 



THOMAS (BERTHA), NOVELS BY. Cr.Svo.ci., :i..«<i.i 

THE yiOLlH'PLAYER. | PROU P HAIBIE, 



posi Svo, 9a. ea. 
-FLAXES. I rsailU MAIHIIS, 

OREBBIDA. 1 



THORNBURY (WALTER), WORKS BY. 

THE LIFE AITD COBSEBPORDEHCB OP J. H. «. 
lions in Colours. Crov - - . 

ObD BI9BIES BB-IQLp. 



- -- TORHER. Willi II 

Colours. Crown Bro. cloth eilra. 7*. «J. 
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ui CoffM-hoiuH, Hoi . 

KHOUtH EOCBITBICS UID KCCEHTRICIIIBB: 

THOLLOPE'TANTHONYVi'pVELS BY. 

I II IHB DJIiJL" " ' """* 

PBH UOU OF flB> 

TBOLLOPE (FBAHCES EX NOVELS BY. 

Oom Bvo. clolh eilra. 3*. Ail. each: poiia<o, illuslrated boards. 3*, each. 
LIKB BHIPfl Vnm THB SB*. I HXBEL'S PROQ REBB. | HMHE PURHEM. 

TROLLOPE (T. AO.-DrAMOND CUT DIAMO ND. po». avo. iiiim. bd...a.. 
TBOWBRIDGE.-FARNELL*S FOLLY: A Novel. By J. T. Taow- 



TYTLER (C. 

TYTLER (SARAH), NOVELS BY. 



„ 1 BBAUTT AND THB BEAST. 

CITOTERHB JACgUBLIHB DIS&FPEKRED. | ROBLBSBE OBLTOB. 
SAIIT MUlieO'S CITT. THE HUGUEHOT FAMILY. 



ViiSHTI AND ESTHER. By the Writer of' " BellB's " Letters ia Tki 

» W^irld. Crii-n Bvo, cloih eilra, ««. OJ. 

VILLARI.-A DOUBLEBOND. By'L mpA V i llari. Fcap. 8vo. Is. 
VIZETELLY (E. A.).— THE SCORPION : A Romance ol Spain. With 






WALT WHITMAN, POEMS BY. Edited, with Introdaction, by 
WALTON~AHp~C0TT0N'S~c6MPLETE~ANGLER;"irr,~tha"CoS"- 

Trom or Grayling in a clear SIrEam.byCHimLBsCOTrOH. Wilb UenioirBaDd Notei 

WARD"1H JERBERTir'WORKSBY. ' 

FIVE VbaRB WITH THB COHGO CANHIBILB. Wilh oi IllastraHona br Iha 
Aulhor.VicToi,PFi..i,n.anrf W.R. D.vi. Thirded. Roj. Bvo, clglh Ml., 14-. 
Withg Map by P. 3, WsfrtBK, 
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WARNEB.— A ROUNDABOUT JOURNEY. By Charles Dudley 

W arner. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6h. 

Warrant to execute CHARLES I. a Facsimile, with the 59 
Signatures and Seals. Printed on paper 2210. by 14 in. ils. 
WARRAHT TO EXECUTE MART QimEH OF SCOTS. A Facsimile, including 
Queen Elizabeth's Signature and the Great Seal. il». 

wassermann (lillias). novels by. 

THE DAFFODILS. Crown 8vo, 1». ; clot h, In. 6d. 

THE HARQUIS OF CARABAS. By Aaron Watson and Lillias Wassbricann. 
Post 8vo. illustrated boards, Qm. 



WEATHER, HOW TO FORETELL THE, WITH POCKET SPEC- 

TROSCOPE. By F. W. Cory. W it h lo Il lustra tions. Cr. 8vo, !». ; cloth, tm, ttd. 

WESTALL (Winiam).~-TRUSt-MONEY. Post 8vo. illust. bds., 2s. 
WHIST.-HdW TO PLAY SOLO WHIST, By Abraham S. Wilks 

a nd Charles F. Pardon. New E dition . Pos t 8vo, cloth limp, ^2»» 

WHITE.-THE NATURAL HISTORY "OF~SELBdRNE. By Gilbert 

White, M.A. Post 8vo, printed on la id paper and h alf-bound, *2», 

WILLIAMS (W. MATTlEU, F.R.A.S.), WORTCSTBY. 

SCIENCE IN SHORT CHAPTERS. Crown bvo, cloth extra, 7h. 6d. 
A SIMPLE TREATISE ON HEAT. With Illusts. Cr. 8vo. cicth limp, ils. Od. 
THE CHEMISTRY OF COOKERY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6s. 
THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND STEEL MAKING. Crown bvo, cloth extra, 9». 
k VINDICATION OF PHRENOLOGY. With Portrait and over 40 Illustrations. 
Dem y Bvo, cloth extr a, li^ a. 6d . 

W ILLIAMSON (MRS. F. H.).-A CHILD WIDOW. Post 8vo. bds., 2s. 
WILSON (DR. ANDREW, F.R.S.E.), WORKS BY. 

CHAPTERS ON EVOLUTION. With 259 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7a. 6d. 
LEAVES FROM A NATURALIST'S NOTE-BOOK. Post Bvo, cloth limp, tim. ttd. 
LEISURE-TIME STUDIES. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 60. 
STUDIES IN LIFE AND SElf SE. With numerous Illusts. Cr. Bvo, cl. ex., 6a. 
COMMON ACCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT THEM. Illusts. Cr.8vo.l8.;cl., ls.6d. 
OLIMPBES OF NATURE. With 35 Illustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth extra. 3a. 6d. 

WINTER (J. S.), STORIES BY. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 38. each; 
cloth limp, Urn, 6d. each. 
CAVALRY LIFE. |. REGIMENT AL LEGENDS. 

A SOLDIER'S CHILDREN. With 34 Illustrations by E. G. Thomson and E. Stuart 
Hardy. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 39. 6d. 



WISSMANN.— MY SECOND JOURNEY THROUGH EQUATORIAL 

AFRICA. By Hermann von Wissmann. With 92 Illusts. Demy 8vo, 16 i». 

WOO D.— SABINA ; A Novel. By Lady Wood. Post 8vo, boards. 2s. 

WOOD (H. F.), DETECTIVE STORIES BY. Post Bvo. boards. i*». each. 
PASSENGER FROM SCOTLAND YARD. | ENGLISHMAN OF THE RUE CAIN. 

WOOLLEY.— RACHEL ARMSTRONG ; or. Love and Theology. By 

Celia Parker Woolley. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, *2»» ; cloth, ila. 6d. 

WRIGHT (THOMAS), WORKS BY. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7a. 6d. each. 

CARICATURE HISTORY OF THE GEORGES. With 400 Caricatures, Squibs, &c. 

HISTORY OF CARICATURE AND OF THE GROTESQUE IN ART, LITERA- 
TUR E, SCU L PTURE, AND PAINTING. Il l ustrated by F. W. Fairholt. F. S.A. 

WYNMAN.— MY FLIRTATIONS. By Margaret Wynman. With 13 

1 1 1 u strations by J. Bernard Partridge. Crown Bvo. cloth extra, 3«. 6d. 

VATES (EDMUND), NOVELS BY. Post Svo. Ulustrated boards. 2a. each. 
^ LAND AT LAST. | THE FORLORN HOPE. | CASTAWAY. 

7OLA (EMILE), NOVELS BY. Crown »vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6(1. each. 
^ THE DOWNFALL. Translated by E. A. Vizetelly. Fourth Edition, Revised. 

THE DREAM. Translated by Eliza Chase. With 8 Illustrations by Jeanniot. 

DOCTOR PASCAL. Translated by E. A. Vizbtblly. With Portrait of the Author. 

MONEY. Translated by Ernbst A. Vizbtelly. 

LOURDES. Translated by E. A. Vizetelly. 

BMILE ZOLA : A Bio^aphy. By R. H. Sherard. With Portraits, lUustrationa* 
god Facsimile Letter. Demy Svo, clo(h extra, 19a. 
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LISTS OF BOO KS CLASSIFIE D IN SERIES. 

*»* For/utter cataloguing^ m« alphabetical anoHgement, pp. i>25. 



THB MATFAIR LIBRARY. 

A4e«ni«y Round My Room* By Xavibr 

DB Maistrb. 
Oolpt and Qnlddltlei. By W.D. Adams. 
fkt l^oay Colnmn of **Tlie Times.** 
Molanckoly Anatomlsod: Abridgment of 

** Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy.** 
Foodeal In^Miiiltlet. By W. T. Dobson. 
Tht Cupboard Papon. By Fin-Bec. 
W. S. Otlbort*8 Plays. Fibst Series. 
W. S» GUbort*8 Plays. Second Series. 
SoB^ of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Animals and Masters. By Sir A. Helps. 
loeial Pressure. Bv Sir A. Helps. 
Curiosities of Criticism. H. J. Jennings. 
Holmes*8 Autocrat of the Breakf^t- 

Table. 
Pencil and Palette. By R. Kempt. 
Little Essays: trom Lamb's Letters. 



Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 6d. per Volume. 

Forensic Anecdotes. By Jacob Larwood. 
Theatrical Anecdotes. Jacob Larwood. 
Jeuxd*Esprit. Edited by Henry S. Leigh. 
Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton. 
Ourselves. By E. Lynn Linton. 
Pastimes ft Players. By R. Macgregor. 
Hew Paul and Yir^nia. W.H.Mallock. 
Hew Republic By W. H. Mallock. 
Puck on Pegasus. By H. C. Penneli,. 
Pegasiu Re-Saddled. By H. C.Pen nblu 
Muses of Mayfair. Ed. H. C. Pennrll. 
Thoreau : His Life & Aims. By H. A. Pagb. 
Puniana. By Hon. Hugh Rowley. 
More Puniana. By Hon. Hugh Rowley. 
The Philosophy of Handwriting. 
By Stream ana Sea. By Wm. Senior. 
Leaves from a Haturali6t*s Hote-Book* 
By Dr. Andrew Wilson. 



THE GOLDEN LIBRARY. 

layavd Taylor*8 Diversions of the Echo 

Club. 
Bennett*8 Ballad History of England* 
Bennett's Songs for Sailors. 
6odwin*s Lives of the Hecromancers. 
Pope*8 Poetical Woriuu 
Holmes*s Autocrat of Breaklkst Table. 



Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3b. per Volume. 

Jesse*s Scenes of Country Life. 

Leigh Hunt*s Tale for a Chimney 

Corner. 
Mallory*s Mortt[*Arthur: Selections. 
Pascars Provincial Letters. 
Rochefoucauld*s Maxims k Reflections. 



THE WANDERER'S LIBRARY. 

Wanderings In Patagonia. By Julius 

Bbbrbohm. lUnstrated. 
Camp Hotes. By Frederick Boyle. 
Bavi^{e Life. By Frederick Boyle. 
Herrie En^and in the Olden Time. By 

G. Daniel. Illustrated by Cruikshank. 
Circus Life. By Thomas Frost. 
Lives of the Conjurers. Thomas Frost. 
The Old Showmen and the Old London 

Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 
Low-Life Deeps. By James Greenwood. 



Crowp 8vo, cloth extra, 3b. 6d. each. 

Wilds of London. Tames Greenwood. 
Tunis. Chev. Hesse-Wartegg. 22ll]usts. 
Life and Adventures of a Cheap Jack. 
World Behind the Scenes. P.Fitzgerald. 
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings. 
The Genial Showman. ByE.P. Hingston. 
Story of London Parks. Jacob Larwood. 
London Characters. By Henry Mayhew. 
Seven Generations of Executioners. 
Summer Cruising in the South Seas. 
By C. Warren Stoddard. Illustrated. 



POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS. 



Harry Fludyer at Cambridge. 
Jeff Britf8*s Love Story. Bret Hartb. 
Twins orTable Mountain. Bret Harte. 
Snow-bound at Eaglets. By Bret Harte. 
A Day's Tour. By Percy Fitzgerald. 
Esther's Glove. ByR. £. Francillon. 
Sentenced! By Somervillb Gibney. 
The Professor's Wife. By L. Graham. 
■rs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By 

luLiAN Hawthorne. 
Hiagara Spray. By J. Hollingshead. 
A Bomance of the Queen's Hounds. By 

Charles James. 
Garden that Paid Rent. Tom Jerrold. 
Cut by the Mess. By Arthur Keyser. 
Teresa Itasca. By A. MacAlpine. 
Our Sensation Novel. T. H. McCarthy. 
Dooml By Justin H. McCarthy. 
Dolly. By Justin H. McCarthy. 



Lily Lass. Justin H. McCarthy. 
Was She Good or Bad ? By W. Minto. 
Hotes trom the ^^News." By J as. Payn. 
Beyond the Gates. By B. S. Phelps. 
Old Maid's Paradise. By E. S. Phelps. 
Burglars in Paradise. By £. S. Phelps. 
Jack the Fisherman. By E. S. Phelps. 
Trooping with Crows. By C. L. Pirkis. 
Bible Characters. By Charlbs Reade. 
Rogues. By R. H. Shbrard. 
The Dagonet Reciter. By G. R. Sims. 
How the Poor Live. By G. R. Sims. 
Case of George Candlemas. G. R. Sims 
Sandycroft Mystery. T. W. Speight. 
Hoodwinked. By T. W. Speight. 
Father Damien. By R. L. Stevenson, 
A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 
My Life with Stanley's Rear Guard. By 
Herbert Ward. 



HANDY NOVELS. Fcap. Svo, cloth boards, Is. 6d. each. 

The Old Maid's Sweetheart. A.St.Aubyn I Taken from the Enemy. H. Nbwbolt. 

Sodest Little Sara. Alan St. Aubyn. | A Lost Soul. By W. L. Alden. 
kven Sleepers of Ephesus. M. E. Coleridge. J Dr. Palliser's Patient Grant Allbn. 
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RoblDi 



and Eia 



„„,, By W. S. L.NDOE 

The JournBl a f Kaur Lce da Qua 

THE POCKET LIBRARY. 

TbaEiiayioI £]§■. By Chakles 

"-■— iwn Cruioe. Illusl. G, Caum 

iiandOddltiei. ByTHoujis 

?.;c; " 



Uicy ot a 



Tha Bntcu 






Play*. By R., 

AneadDtsi at tha Clergy. J. Lahwood. 
ThonKon') Beiuoni. Iriastiated. 
Ths latacMLt of tbs Bnakfait-T&bla 
and The Profaiaor bX tha Breakh^t- 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 



Br aitAKT AI^I.EN. 



Bj EDWIN li. ABNOLD. 
St AI.AIV ST. AITRVN. 

Br BcT. M. BARING KtOV JjD, 

Bt rorert harr. 

In 1 Stunir duit. I rioni WIuu Bncrot. 
Rr FRANK BARRRTT. 

Rr W. BE8ANT & J. BIC-E. 
Br IVALTKK BKMANT. 






MMijrtom ot roJMioM i*f°"' 



Br HAI.I. CAINK. 
Rr MACIiARIIN COBBAIV. 



Bt ivilkie CO 1.1. ink. 



Br E. II. COWPEB. 

Rr V. CECII. COTE!«. 

Br <;. EI^BEBT VBADBOCCl. 

Rr MATT rBin. 

Br B. M. VKOI^ER. 

A FuoUy LllLniiu. I ■■ to l.«f ^'**°' 
Rr WILLIAM C-KPE.E8. 
Br ALPHONSE DAITDET. 
Br !!■ COLEMAN DAVID80IV. 

Br BRA8MCI8 DAWSUN. 

Tlu FdhiuIii of Tgntli. 

Br JTA.IIES DE KIELLB. 

A CUUl Is BpilB. 

Br J. I'EITll DEBIFENT. 
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The Piccadilly (3/6) Novels — continued, 

Bf DICK DONOVAN. 

Tracked to Doom. | Km from Mfcwfcortw. 

mr A. CONAN DOVIjB. 

Tho Flm 9t 01rdi«»t0B«. 

Bf nrs. ANNIB BDITABDBS. 

▲rchlo LoTolL 

By O. i'VIANVlIiliB FENN. 

Tho How MlitroH. I Witnow to the Doed. 
Tho Tiffcr Uly . | Tho WUto Virgin. 

By PBBCY FITZGKBAE.]>. 

TMftlZoro. 

B7 B. B. FBANClIiliON. 



Q«oo» Oof kot«a. 

OaobyOno. 

A Dog ud kla Bkodow. 

A KoAl Qaoon. 



KiacorKnavot 

Eopcoof Baad. 

Jack Doylo'i Daii^tor. 



Prrr.b7»llrBABTI^ FBBBB. 

raadvoBf Hart. 

By KDWABB GABBETT. 

Tho Cap«l Olrls. 

Br PAVIj 0A(JE.0T. 

Tho Eod Siilrto. v 

By CUABIjEH OIBBON. 

BoMa Oray. I Of Hiidk Degreo. ^ ^^ 

Lovlac a Droam. I The Tlowor of tho 

Tho OoldoB Shaft. | Forost. 

By B. OIi.4IVVIl.fiB. 

Th« Lost Holrou. I Tho Foulckor. 

A Fair Colonist. I 

By E. J. OOODIHAIV. 

Tho Fato of Horbort Wayno. 

By VKVMMa OBIFFITH. 

Oorlnthla Maraaioii. 

By HYBNEV GBIJNDV. ; 

Tho Dajs of hii Vanity. 

By THOIflAH flABBY. 

TTndor the Qreenwood Tree. 



By BBET 

A Waif of tho Plains. 

Bally Dow*. 

A ward of tho Ctolden 

Gate. 
A 8api>ho of Oroen 

Springs. 

By JlJIilAN ULAIVTHOBNE. 



HABTE. * 

Cki^onel Starbottle's 

Client. 
Busy. 
A Protog^ of Jack 

HamUn's. 
Bell-Ringer of Angel's. 



Beatrix Sandoli>h. 

David Poindezter's Dis- 
appearance. 

The Spectra of the 
Camera. 

BEEJLPS. 



Oarth. 

Ellico Qnentln. 

Bebasttaa Stroma. 

Dust. 

Fortvno's FooL 

By Sir A, 

Ivan do Biron. 

Ry 1. HENDEBSON. 

Agatha Page. 

By O. A. HENTY. 

Ri\Jab tho Juggler. I Dorothy's Doablo. 

By JOHN ULIJLIi. 

The Common Ancestor. 

Bt mm. HdlVOERFORIl. 

Lady Vemer's Flight. | The Red-House Mystery. 

By Iflrs. AL.FRED HUNT. 

The Leaden Casket. | Belf-Condemned. 
Tliat Other Person. | Mrs. Juliet. 

»y K. ASHE KlNa. '^ 

A Drawn O&me. 

/ The Wearing of th9 Qreen." 



The Piccadilly (3/6) Novels — continued,, 
By E. liYNIV lilNTON. 



Patricia Xemball. 

Under which LordT 

•• My Love I •• 

lone. 

Paston Carow. 



Sowing the Wind. 
The Atonement of Learn 

Dundas. 
The World WoU Loot. 
Tho One Too Many. 



By H. IV. liV€Y. 



Oldeon Fleyce. 

By jrSTlN 

A Fair Saxon. 
I ial«y Rochford. 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 
Maid of Athens. 
Camlola. 



IflcCARTnY. 

Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
Red Diamonds. 
Dear Lady Disdain, 
nie Dictator. 
The Comet of a Season. 



By OEOROB iVIA€BONAL.B. 

Heather and Snow. 

By ACilVES IlIACBOrVEIil^ 

Quaker Conslns. 

By li. T. mBADE. 

A Soldier of Fortune. 

By BERTRAIfl HIITFORD. 

The Oun Runner. I The King's AssegoL 

The Luck of Gerard I Renshaw Fanning's 
Ridgeley. | Quest. 

By J. E. 911JBBOCBL. 

Maid Marian and Robin Hood. 

By B. CHRISTIE IfllJRBAY. 



A Life's Atonement. 
Joseph's Coat. 
Coals of Fire. 
Old Blaaer's Hero. 
Val Strange. 
Hearts. 

A Model Father. 
Time's Revenges. 

By niVRRAY 

Tho Bishops' Bible. I 
One Traveller Returns. | 

By HVniE 

" BaU Yp I " 

By IV. E. 

Saint Ann's. 



By tho Oate of tho Sea. 
A Bit ^ Human Hatnre. 
First Person Singular. 
Cynic Fortune. 
The Way of the World. 
BobMartla's Uttlo QlrL 
A Wasted Orlmo. 
In Direst PerlL 



Panl J<mos's Aliaa. 
NISBET. 
NORRIS. 



A Weird Gift. 



By «. OHNET. 



By OIJIBA. 



Held in Bondage. 
, Btrathmore. 
Chandos. 
Under Two Flags. 
Idalia. 
Cecil Castlemalne'a 

Gage. 
Trtcotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle Farine. 
ADogofFiandera. 
Pa^carel. 
SlRua. 

Princess Napraxlne. 
Ariadne. 



Wooden 



Two Little 

Shoes. 
In a Winter dtf. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 
Raffino. 
PiplstreUo. 
A village Oommmo. 
Blmbl. 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 
Otbmar. 
In Maremma. 
byrlin. | Gulldoroy. 
Santa Barbara. 



By ITIAROARET A. PAUI^. 

Gentle and Simple. 

By JAiriES PAYN. 



Lost Sir Massingberd. 
Less Black than We're 

Painted. 
A Confidential Agent- 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
In Penl and Privation. 
The Mystery of Mir- 

bridge. 
The Canon's Ward. 
Walter s Word. 
P/ ?ro^y. 



High Spirits. 
Under One Roof. 
From Exile. 
Glowworm Tales. 
The Talk of the Town. 
Holiday Tasks. 
For Cash Only. 
The Burnt Million. 
The Word and the WUL 
Sunny Stories. 
A Trying Patlea^ 
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Br £. <;. PBiCB. 

^ RICHARD PRVCB. 

Ion 1^ Lliu*, Lcm I ud Dttigr AnLnulir' 

ATarTl1il4 TfrmptatiDJL ' RHdluut. 
^^Bt Mr». J. 11. KIDnEl.l» 
, ^ Br AIHELIK BITBH. 

OmS^TtST' '^''^***'' RlISSFl,!,. 

n/ BhiiSfKiioiiii.. I *'a,V. "" * "'*' ""• 
„ _B)'j«HN SAriVDRRn. 

£Jii?M'2?wlie.l I 5° '^ ■"•■="■■ 
BrKATRABIIVE MAUNDSRs. 



TB. Piccadilly (3/6) Nov<L3-»«)i,,^ 

P^hi^J ,?*"■''•'* THOMAS. 
Br AIVTDONV TBOLLOPB. 

Br MARK TWAIW. 

tSuJU'jtiitF^* 8ER-TVTI.KB. 
ni. Bii?/ M**R TXTI.EB. 
nmn™ *''''*^N VPWAKD. 
tt, B "' *■ ■*■ '''^^^TEI'IiK. 

LBoliU ,^' ■•■ *- ''''■•TKB. 
^Jl/yMARfiARET W¥IVBIAPI. 
B. ZOI,A, 



T1ia1>i>inift 



IS 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS 



, ^ Br ARTEinVS WARD. 

AitvAiu Wud ComplfitB. 

,j^ Rr"AMII,XON AIDE, 

_^ ^ Br niAB¥ ALBERT. 

j^^ Br Mrifc ALEXAIVDBR, 

Br ORANX ALLEN. 

j^^B. LESTKB ARNOLD. 
HnJiuSnDim''' I 'dtiiS"""'*'''*'* 



., J?,',*'"*^*' BARRETT. 

ilea. ^"^ i"»H' A SMOUlDf Vaifunci. 

gSJJELSLEV. BKAUCUAmP. 
IE8«NT, 
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Two>Srillimo KovmL9—€ontiniud. 

Br AHIBBOIIB BIBBCB. 

IB lk« MUM of Life. 

By FBBBBBirK BOVliK. 

CkBp S»C««. I OhronlclM of No-maa's 

lAiraft Ufa. | Land. 

Br BBBT HABTE. 



OtJUrnnimn ItotlM. 

Oftlvlol Ooarof . 

TlM Lack of BoariBf 



By flABOI^B 

VmaU Saa at Hmm. 

By BOBBBT 

tkadovof Um Sword. 
A OUM of Satiiro. 
Ood and the Man. 
Lot* Mo for Stot. 
Fozclotro Manor. 
TlMMaftu>orth«MlM 

By HAIil^ 



Aa Holrou of Bed Dof . 

riip. 

Mar^Ja. 

A Phyilii of tho Sierras. 

BBYBOKM. 

BtJCHAIVAIV. 

Tho Martrrdom of Ma* 

doUiM. 
Annaa Watar. 
The Hew Abelard. 
Matt. 
Tuo Heir of Ltime. 

CAIIVK. . 

Tkf Shadow of a Orlme. i The Deemster. 
A Som of Basar. | 

By Coaaaaander CAITIBBOIV. 

The OmlM of the " Black Prince. " 

By Mm, E.OVETT CAIVIEBOIV. 

Dooehron Bver. | Juliet's attardian. 

By AVATIN CI^ARB. 

For the LoTO of a Lass. 

By Iflrs. ABCBEBR CLIVE. 

ravlFerroD. ___ 

Why Pa«l Ferron Killed his Wife. 

By IIIA€IjABKN COBBAIV. 

The Cmre of Sonls. 

By €. AL.IiSTaiV COIiLIIVS. 

The Bar Sinister. 

inOBT. & FRANCES COI.I.INS. 

Sweet and Twenty. 
The Village Comedy. 
Ton Play me False. 
Blacksmith and Scholar 
Frances. 

caiiiiiNs. 



Sweet Anne Fage, 

Transmigration. 

FromlUdnighttoMU. 

aifht. 
A ni^t with Fortnne. 

By IVIliKIE 

Araadale. 
After Dark. 
Ho Name. 



My Miscellanies. 
The Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jesebel's Danffhter. 
The Black Bobe. 
Heart and Science. 
"IBayNol" 
The Evil Oenivs. 
Little Novels. 
Legacy of Cain. 
Blind Love. 



BasU. 

Hide and Seek. 

The Dead Secret. 

Qneea of Hearts. 

ltaasorMrs.T 

The New Magdalen. 

The Frozen Deep. 

The Law and the Lady. 

The Two Destinies. 

The Hannted Hotel. 

A Bogve's Life. 

By M. J. COIiQUHOIJN. 

Every Inch a Soldier. 

By BIJTTOIV COOK. 

Leo. I Paul Foster's Daughter. 

By €. EOBERT CRABBOCK. 

The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains. 

ByjnATT CRIifl. 

Adventures of a Fair Bebel. 

By B. Vn, CROKER. 
Pretty Miss Nevill. I Bird of Passage. 
Diana Barrington. Proper Pride. 

"To Let" I A Family Likeness. 

By W^. CYMiES. 

Hearts of Qold. 

By AX.PHONSE BAIJBET. 

The Evangelist ; or, Port Salvation. 

By ERASiniJS BAIVSON. 

The 'Fountain of Touth. 



Two- Shilling Novels — continued. 

By JAiniES BE nUIiliE. 

A Castle in Spain. 

By J. I.EITH BERIVEIVT. 

Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers. 

By CRABIiES BICKENS. 



Sketches by Box. 
Pickwick Papers. 



Oliver Twist. 
Nicholas Bickleby. 



By DICK BONOTAN. 



The Man-Hunter. 
Tracked and Takm. 
Caught at Last I 
Wanted I 
Who Poisoned Hetty 

Duncan? 
Man from Manchester. 



ADetective's Triumphs 
In the Grip of the Law. 
From Inlormation £e- 

ceived. 
Tracked to Doom. 
Link bv Link 
Suspicion Aroused. 



By Mrs. ANNIE EBliTARBES. 

A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell. 

By HI. BETRAITI-EB WARDS. 

FeUcia. | Kitty. 

By EDIT. EOOIiESTON. 

Boxy. 

By O. inANVIL.E.E FE NN. 
The New Mistress. 

By PERCV FITZOERAL.B. 



Bella Donna. 
Never Forgotten. 
PoUy. 
Fatal Zero. 



Second Mrs. miotson. 
Seventy -five Brooke 

Street. 
The Lady of Braatomo. 



By P. FITZOERAIiB and others. 
Strange Secrets. 

AliBANY BE FONBI^ANQUE. 

Filthy Lucre. 

By R. E. FRANCIIiliON. 



Olympla. 
One by One. 
A Beu Queen. 



Queen Cophetua. 
King or Knave? 
Bomances of the Law. 



By HAROliB FREDERICK. 

Seth's Brother's Wife. | The Lawton Qlri. 

Prel. by Sir BARTr.E FRERE* 

Pandurang Hari. 

By HAIN FRISWElili. 

One of Two. 

By EDliTARD OARRETT. 

The Capel Oirls. 

By GILBERT OAlJIi. 

A Strange Manuscript. 

By CHAREiES OIBBON. 



Bobin Gray. 
Fancy Free. 
For Lack of Oold. 
What wiU the World 

Say? 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 
In Pastures Green. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Dead Heart. 



In Honour Bound. 
Flower of the Forest. 
The Braes of Tarrow. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High l>egree. 
By Mead and Stream. 
Loving a Dream. 
A Hard Knot. 
Heart's DeUght. 
Blood-Money. 



By IVIIililAHI OIIiBERT. 

Dr. Austin's Guests. I The Wisard of tlM 
James Duke. | Mountain. 

By ERNEST «E.ANVrLiI.E. 

The Lost Heiress. | The Fossidier. 

Ry HENRir QREVIIiliE. 

A Noble Woman. | Nikanor. 

By CECIL ORIFFITR. 

Corinthia Marazion. 

By JOHN IIABBERTON. 

Brueton's Bayou. 1 6'ountry Luck. 

By ANDREIV HAJLLIDAIT. 

Every-day Papers. 

By Lady DUFF US UARDIT. 

Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. 



GHATTO 3c WiNDUS, S14, PICCADILLY. 



Tw<3-Shilling Hovels— continued. 

By THOMAS IIARI>¥. 

under the Greenwood Tree. 

JBj J. BERWICK. HABWOOUt 

The Tenth EarL 

Bj jrVIilAN HAITTHORIVE* 



Garth. 

EUlce Qaentin. 

Fortune's Fool. 

ICln Oadogna. 

Sebastian Btrome. 

Dost. 



Beatrix Kandolph. 

Love— or a Name. 

David Polndexter's Dis- 
appearance. 

The Spectre of the 
Camera. 



By Sir ARTHUR UBIiPS. 

Ivan de Biron. 

^ ^ By HENRV HBRMAN. 

A Leading Lady. 

By HBABON HIIiLi. 

Zambra the Detective. 

By JOHN Hllil.. 

Treason Felony. 

Bj Mrs. CASHBIi HOEV. 

The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. OEOROB HOOPJBR. 

The Home of Baby. 

„^ By TIOHB HOPKINS. 

Twizt Love and Duty. 

By Mrs. HVNOKRFORD. 

A Maiden aU Forlorn. I A Mental Strugrfe. 
to Durance Vile. AModemCircff 

Marvel. | 

By Mrs. AliFREB HUNT. 

Thomlcroft's Model. I Self-Condemned. 
That Other Person. | The Leaden Casket. 

• . ..^^^^^^ IIVOKI.OW. 

Fated to be Free. 

^ ^ ?7, WM. JAMBSON. 

Xy Dead Self. 

^ ^ By HARRIETT .TAY. 

The Dark Colleen. | Queen of Connaught. 

« , P/,^'^*^'^ KERSHAW. 

Colonial Facts and Fictions. 

, ^ By R. ASHE KINO. 

A Drawn Game. 
"The Wearing of the 
Green." 



Passion's Slave. 
Bell Barry. 



.pv ,. . "y JOHN liEirS. 

The Lindsays. 

By E. liYNN I^INTON. 



Patrieia Kemball. 
The World Well Lost, 
tinder which Lord T 
Paston Carew. 
"My Love I" 
lone. 



The Atonement of L6am 

Dundas. 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Bebel of the 

Family. 
Sowing the Wind. 

By HENRir W. IjMJCX. 

Gideon Fleyce. 

By JUSTIN McCarthy. 



A Fair Saxon. 
Unley Boohford. 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 
Maid of Athens. 



Camiola. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 
Waterdale Neighbours 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
The Comet of a Season 

By HrOH MACCOI.I.. 

Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet. 

«- Py A«NES MACBONEIili. 

Quaker Cousins. i^»*j*j. 

SA'Sff^*'^^ *• I«ACQUOII>. 

The EvU Eye. | Lost Bose. ^**'« 

By W. H. MAIiLOCK. 
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Two-ShilUng liovBLS— continued. 

ByFI^ORENCE MABRYAT. 

Open I Sesame I i AHarvest of Wild Oatc 

Fighting the Atf . | Written in Fire. 

w.if.H*'' £' MASTBRMAN. 

Half-a-dozen Daughters. 

By BRANDEB MATTHEWS. 

A Secret of the Sea. «• »▼ o. 

By liEONARB MERRICK. 

The Man who was Good. «»*^*m. 

T.JSfUS^^ MIBBIiEMASS. 

Touch and Go. | Mr. DorllUon. 

By Mrs. MOIiESWOBTH. 

Eathercourt Bectory. 

By J. E. MUBBOCK. 



From the Bosom of the 
Deep. 



Stories Weird and Won 

derfbl. 
The Dead Man's Secret. 

n?2u.^!J**AY and HERMAN. 
.^^?4 CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



Cynic Fortune. 
A Life's Atonement. 
?3^hejBateoftheSea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 
Bob Martins LitUe 
Girl. 



A Model Father. 

Joseph's Coat. 

Coals of Fire. 

Val Strange. 

Old Blazer's Hero. 

Hearts. 

The Way of the World. 

By HENRY MURRAY. 

A Game of Bluff. | A Song of Sixpence. 

By HUME NISBET. 

" BaU Up I •• I Dr.Bemard St. Vincent. 

ByAIilCB 0*HANI.ON. 

The Unforesean. | Chance 7 or Fate ? 

^ By GEORGES OHNET. 

Dr. Bameau. | a Weird Gift. 

A Last Love. | 

?2^?r^'.e Path. I "¥„2Sur ' «*^- ^ 
P^Jbe?fo^^e?«^** O REII.I.Y. 
By OUIBA. 



Held in Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Cliandos. 

Idalia. 

Under Two Flags. 

Cecil Castlemaine'sGage 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

FoUe Farlne. 

A Dog of Fianden. 

Pascarei. 

Signa. 

Pzlncess Napraxine. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 



Wooden 



Two Little 

Shoes. 
Moths. 
Bimbi. 
FlpIstreUo. 
A Village Commune. 
Wanda. 
Othmar. 
Frescoes. 
In Maremma. 
GuUderoy. 
Bufflno. 
SyrUn. 

Santa Barbara. 
Oulda's Wisdom. Wit, 

and Pathos. 

MARGARET AGNES PAU5^. 

GenUe and Simple. * -« •. -j. 

Lady Lovelace. 

By EBGAR A. POE. 

The Mystery of Marie Boget. 

By Mrs. CAMPBEIili PRAED 

The Bomance of a Station. "-"A*.!*. 

The Soul of Countess Adrian. 

By E. C. PRICE. 

Valentlna. • Mrs. Lancaster's Bivai 

The Foreigners. | GeraldT "" 

Mf RICHARB PRYCR 

Kltt MazweU's AffecUons. '^'**^K« 



BOOKS PU8LISH£D BY CHATTO It WINfiUS 




', ROBINHON. 



Br W> CZ.ABK RITHHKI.fu 

■an* Iki Salln Fin. mi Konuci of Jaar 
Da tlia FdViIi Bh^. Htrlnn. 

A BoA for tta Hu- AkH* oa » WMi WU« 



OKOBUE AUUCSTTH 8A1.*. 

OmUiIii u4 Ivyllibt. 

Br JonN SACNDERM. 

Btkatiiabine bacivderh. 

Bt «eor«e b. BinH. 

ftDfua mod YtnAofidft- 1 T^nklitap'l OtLidb. 
ni>llM«'B>U Eaph. 






:«Bvlt1 of k LABdlBdr- 



Br MAWI,K» SMAB'T. 



Bt R. t,oi;i*t HTKTEnrMON. 

>m AnUu Nlika. t FiUea otu. 

Bj BEBTDA TIIOMA!*. 

Br w^ai.tkb THOBKiBirRv. 

T>1« b>r t« MeiUu. I OU StstlBi fteUlil. 
T. ADOI.PIIUH TROI.I.OPE. 

Br P. RI.GANOB TBOI.LOPE. 

IU» BU». ipsa tJH I Ana. ParntM. 

Br ANTnoiVV TB01.I.0PE. 

XaptlaOaDut. FudlT '^ ' 

£*A> Caldiutc, Tb« eoldan Lloa ^ 

Br J- T. TBOWBBn»ClE. 
Br IVAIW TUBCENIEEF, Arc 



nuffiuSin. 

Backltbarry fiul 



Bj-e. f 






!::& 



FBAftRB-TVTI.EB. 



I Cibirtnai JmqaaUac. 



Br Mr*. P. n. trii,i,f AnsoN. 

A CkUd Wldav. 

Br Ji. H. iriNTBR, 

OnlrrLife. I KaglmiDUl LtiH^ 

Br n- E- WOOD, 
Br i—dr WOOD. 

CBLIA PABKKB IVOOI.T.ET. 
By KDwiirXB YATE8. 
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